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FORUM 

TREE OF LIFE...OR NOT 

By Louie Benedict Ignacio ■ 

Louie Benedict Ignacio lists down the arguments 
for and against the much-debated, lauded, and 
maligned Sin Tax law. 



FEATURE 



THE COOLIDGE EFFECT 

By Dr. Margarita Holmes 

Renowned clinical psychologist Dr. Margarita 
Holmes explains the reasons why men want (or 
need) variety in their sex lives. 

GAMING GOLD RUSH 

By David Kushner 

Forget Facebook. David Kushner goes inside the 
bi 11 ion-dol lar world of mobile gaming, where 
thumb-size diversions mean big business. 

76 HEF'S GIRLFRIENDS: 

A ROMANTIC RETROSPECTIVE 

By Bill Zehme 

It takes a special girl to conquer Hef's heart; luckily, 
he's willing to share. 

THE BRONZE AGE 

Our collection of memorable lines. 



INTERVIEWS 

56 PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 

MATT DAMON 

By Stephen Rebello 
Stephen Rebello gets personal with the 
"boring married" actor about kissing Michael 
Douglas, saving the world and revealing his 
true feelings about the latest Bourne movie. 

34 MAN OF THE MONTH 

MIKE ENRIQUEZ 

By Lauren Acurantes & Stephanie Raquel 
Popular TV and radio host Mike Enriquez is 
surprisingly mellow. Here he regales us with 
tales of his upbringing; his childhood dream 
of being a priest; and, his status of being a 
pillar at GMA 7. 

72 200 KRYSTEN RITTER 

By Taffy Brodesser-Akner 
The b— in apartment 23 turns on her charms 
for Taffy Brodesser-Akner, who discovers she's 
not to be trifled with. 


FICTION 

82 NOBODY MOVE (PART IV) 

By Denis Johnson 

In this final installment of Denis Johnson's 
gritty tale, hapless hero Jimmy Luntz 
prepares for his last stand against the 
gangsters closing in. Trusting no one, Luntz 
realizes he is quickly running out of options. 
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26 COVER STORY: 

GILDED BUNNIES 

By Lauren Acurantes 

PLAYBOY Bunnies don't 
often get to be on the 
cover of the magazine 
so to get one is a special 
treat. Meet Bunny Arriane 
of the Philippines as she 
shows you what it takes 
to make it as the world's 
sexiest mascot. 

48 PLAYMATE OF 

THE MONTH: 

ZEN GONZALES 

By Lauren Acurantes 

Miss March, Zen Gonzales, 
exudes a heady mix of 
boldness, daring, and 
adventure. Embrace the 
thrill and get into 'A Zen 
State of Mind'. 

64 ASIAN BEAUTY: 

JOANNA PEDRANO 

By Voltaire Lozada 
Bask in the golden glory 
that is Joanna Pedrano. 

18 INTERNATIONAL 

WOMAN OF THE 

MONTH: KATRINA 

DARLING 

By Jason Inocencio 

Her doe-eyed look can 
capture the imagination 
of any man. And did 
we mention that she's 
a burlesque dancer and 
a distant cousin to the 
Duchess of Cambridge? 
Read on and let your 
imagination run wild. 

PLAYGROUND 

90 DATING: 

THE LADY. THE 

PLAYBOY. AND 

THE ROAD 

By Jon Gancayco 

50 ways to ensure that you 
maintain your PLAYBOY 
image even while on the 
road. 

96 ESTABLISHMENT: 

ROCKET ROOM 

When hipsters want to see 
and be seen, they hit up 
the Rocket Room. 


96 food & 

BEVERAGE: 

ISLAND TASTE 

By Sky Aisuru 
Chololo's Island Grill serves 
up a big Caribbean flavor. 

94 STYLE & 

GROOMING: 
PLAYBOY SUMMER 


ESSENTIALS 

By Carlos Del Prado 

Stay dapper this summer 
with these wardrobe 
essentials. 

93 WELLNESS: 


STAY COOL THIS 


SUMMER 

By Lauren Acurantes 

Don't let the heat get you 
down this summer. 

97 LEISURE: 
SKIMMING THE 


WAVES 

By Rap Hernandez 

Why go to the gym when 
you can get a full body 
workout in the middle of 
the ocean? 
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EDITOR'S NOTE 

We could not be more excited to have you hold 
another issue of PLAYBOY Philippines. This month 
is extra special as we offer you the 50th issue of 
our very own edition. Quite a feat to reach this 
number, I must say, for a magazine that had to 
succumb to initial criticisms in this conservative 
country before it launched its very first issue. But, 
despite it all, we managed to get through those 
very challenging times and provide you with what 
you and all our readers deserve. On behalf of 
my team, thank you for embracing not just the 
bunny-head icon that you grew up with but also 
PLAYBOY Philippines as your go-to magazine for 
anything that has an iconic, intelligent, influential 
and indulgent entertainment. 

Kicking off this issue is our interview of one 
of the country's pillars in radio and broadcasting 
industry, Mike Enriquez. This influential icon 
who gives us our daily dose of news on TV and 
radio, engaged us in an intelligent conversation 
spiced with unapologetic and witty remarks in 
our Man of the Month section. The Imbestigador 
ng Bayan openly talked about his private life, 
which he wants to keep out of the public eye; 
his frustrations with Philippine politics; his strong 
faith; and why he doesn't like using condoms. 

For this issue's other interviews, one of the 
Filipinos' favorite Hollywood stars Matt Damon is 
sharing the other side of him that you probably 
have not seen before - that he's just as scared as 
you about a lot of things - in PLAYBOY Interview. 
The funny sexy Krysten Ritter, star of the sitcom 
Don't Trust the B - in Apartment 23, also answers 
20Q about sex, fame and riding on cows, which 
brings me to the conclusion that she might enjoy 
riding on our carabaos, too. 

Of course, this issue would not be complete 
without our PLAYBOY summer guide - from style 
to skin care to wellness - it's all here. The weather 
makes us hot literally so don't skip Dr. Margie 
Holmes story about the so-called The Coolidge 
Effect, plus our guide to every PLAYBOY Man on 
dating and being on the road. 

As we celebrate our 50th issue, we are proud 
to bring you a real icon of our most loved global 
brand. The real life PLAYBOY bunny, also the first 
Filipina, Arriane from the PLAYBOY Club is this 
month's golden girl! Just when we thought we 
have to go out to experience our dear PLAYBOY 
Bunnies outside the country, here she is giving us 
what we want on our very hands. You are very 
welcome. 
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DR. MARGIE HOLMES 

Dr. Margarita Holmes is a psychologist, educator, 
and author who has written 20 books on human 
sexuality, family dynamics, and mood affective 
disorders. A regular columnist for publications 
both here and abroad, her work has been 
featured on Newsweek, Time Magazine, BBC, 
CNN, and Al-Jazeera. Being a pioneer in areas as 
diverse as neuroscience, sexuality, spirituality, and 
psychotherapy, much has been written and said, 
both positive and negative, about Dr Holmes. 
When asked about these statements, she quips 
with as straight a face as possible, "Only the good 
things are true." 



FREDRIK LONNQVIST 

Fred picked up his first camera for a school 
project in 5th grade. Ever since then, he gained 
this fascination in photography and finally, when 
he moved to Singapore in 2006, he found the 
opportunity to develop his hobby. After attending 
numerous courses and workshops and practicing 
his skills in the art of post-processing, Fredrik 
now operates www.studiof8.com.sg running his 
own workshops for fellow photographers around 
Singapore and the world. 



JASON INOCENCIO 

Emerging from the primordial ooze that is the 
Batcave, Jason combines all things geeky with a 
love for basketball, pro wrestling, and pop culture 
in general. Even as he tries to collect Air Jordans 
while watching Super Sentai and Kamen Rider 
series, Jason boards his T.A.R.D.I.S. looking for the 
companion who shall join him on the ride of his 
life. Meanwhile, he views the world below while 
whispering "Winter is coming." 


LOUIE BENEDICT IGNACIO 

Louie Benedict Ignacio is an addict. He is addicted 
to books. He is addicted to coffee. He is addicted 
to chocolates. He is addicted to traveling. And he 
is also addicted to pens. And he hopes not to get 
addicted to illegal substances. 



JON GANCAYCO 

A realtor and an automobile enthusiast, Jon is your 
typical PLAYBOY fan who believes men only need 
three things to live: Money, Cars and Women. 



ROBERT SORIANO 

Robert Soriano is a novice writer who is 
continuously trying to get better in his craft. When 
not arguing with other geeks whether or not 
Batman can defeat anyone in the comic book 
universes (given enough prep time, of course 
he could!), he's probably off to no good and/ 
or slacking off. An audiophile and cineaste, his 
favorite movie of all time is High Fidelity. 
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20.6 million metric tons of mine waste were discharged in the province of Benguet in 
August 2012. According to Sen. Sergio Osmena, it is believed to be 20x more than 
Marinduque mining disaster that left Boac river dead more than ten years ago. 


In the most recent survey of state 
transparency, when declaring 
firearm and ammunition exports, 
the Philippines was ranked 
number 34 among 49 major 
small arms exporting nations in 
2011, with a score of 9.00 
points of a possible total of 25 


COMPANIES 


According to information taken from the 
report of The Small Arms Survey by the 
Graduate Institute of International Studies in 
Geneva, Switzerland; in 2007, there was 
an estimated 875 million firearms in the 
world, of which about 270 million are in 
the US. There are around 1,135 companies 
worldwide that make an estimated 8 million 
firearms a year. 


THE ESTIMATED AMOUNT OF 10 KARAT 
GRAM OF GOLD IN THE PHILIPPINES, AS 
OF FEBUARY 2013, IS PHP 1,000.00. 




The Philippines ranked the 
second best performing 
market in Asia with more 
than 5% economic growth 
in 2012. 



According to the United Nations Office on 
Drugs and Crime report on Homicide Statistics 
2012, in the years 2007, 2008, and 2009 
there was a total of 16,729 counts of homicide 
with an average rate of 6.2 homicides for every 
100,000 population. Gun related homicide 
rate per 100,000 population, according to 
the The Eighth United Nations Survey on Crime 
Trends and the Operations of Criminal Justice 
Systems (2001-2002, was at an average of 
3.24. 



AFTER BEING SHOT BY 
FIRING SQUAD AND 
BEFORE BEING GIVEN 
THE'COUP DE GRACE', 
RIZAL IS CLAIMED 
TO HAVE MUTTERED 
"CONSUMMATUM 
EST7ITIS DONE.;'IT IS 
FINISHED' 



Police in the Philippines are 
reported to have 164,326 
firearms 


The defense forces of the 
Philippines are reported to 
have 449,350 firearms 
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CASEY corns 


IS A NEW ZEALAND NATIVE WHO 


SERVED AT THE PLAYBOY CLUB IN 
MACAU FOR TWO YEARS. OF HER STINT 
WITH THE CLUB, BUNNY CASEY SAYS 
HER BIGGEST CHALLENGE WAS BEING 
IN A ROOMFUL OF GIRLS THAT SPOKE 
VARIOUS LANGUAGES. THAT, AND 
HAVING TO WEAR HIGH-HEELED SHOES 


FOR EIGHT HOURS STRAIGHT! 


PRESS TO START 


Dear PLAYBOY, 


hope you can feature something about 


how to get my girl to unleash her wild side 



W' 


E M IS' 
TH M 
T 


> " 


dO 


WOMEN OF THE WORLD 

Dear PLAYBOY, 



SURPRISES 

Dear PLAYBOY, 

1 must say that you got me so im¬ 



Hello. It's my first time to buy a 

pressed with the January - February 

A 


PLAYBOY magazine in my entire 

issue for this year! Damn, those girls 
are all blessed with incredible hotness! 



life. And,wow, 1 must say that 
the rumors are true. You guys do 

Thank you for sharing them with*us. • 

Danny Boy, 29 

SEX IN CINEMA 


have good reads (aside from the 
beautiful ladies, of course.) 1 
will continue buying for the rest 

Via email 

Dear PLAYBOY, 

1 love the feature Sex in Cinema. It got 


of the year now! Thank you. 

SHARING IS DEFINITELY OUR GOAL 

me inspired in watching the movies 


Chester Sy, 26 

FOR THE REST OF THE YEAR. DON'T 

and series that 1 haven't watched yet. 


Via email 

MISS ANY ISSUE, WE HAVE A LOT 

Thank you for the fun information! 


GLAD TO HAVE YOU ON BOARD! 

MORE TO GIVE. 

Drake Emperial, 28 

Via email 

THE SIGN OF BETTER TIMES. 
THANK YOU 


WE HAVE A TEAM WHO WORKS 
24/7 FOR YOUR MUST-READS. 
PLAYBOY IS DEFINITELY A TRUE 
GUIDELINE FOR GENTLEMEN. 

WE ARE HAPPY YOU FINALLY 
FOUND US. 

SEND YOUR COMMENTS AND SUGGESTIONS TO PLAYBOY@PBPHIL.COM 
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I separated from my wife 
recently. It was just not 
working for us after our 
two- year marriage. I now have 
a new girl who is very nice 
and understanding and not to 
mention, she's very hot in bed. 
Everything that a guy going 
through a mid-life crisis would 
want, I have. But just a month 
ago, as I was getting some 
of my stuff from our house, I 
caught my ex-wife there and 
we had sex. It can't be called 
"good-bye sex" because we 
have been meeting every 
weekend just to be in bed 
again with each other. What 
is this? Should we consider 
getting back together? I'm 
seriously jaded. 

Jake, 34 Via e-mail 

It seems at this stage, your 
relationship with your ex-wife 
has been merely physical. You 
have shifted the emotions and 
other parts of what you think 
you lost in marriage from your 
wife to your partner. Take a look 
at Dr. Margie Holmes' article on 
The Coolidge Effect in this issue 
and see if you're suffering from 
this kind of condition. Since 
the rules have changed you're 
already getting it from two hot 
women, may be you should 
think what you consider what is 
a "serious relationship" for you. 
Otherwise, you may lose both 
of them 

A ny tips on how will I hold 
on to my resolution that I'll 
quit smoking? The first month 
was a breeze. It's getting 
harder by the day. I'm sure you 
guys know best! Thanks! 

Jake, 31 Via e-mail 

No stuff around you that will 
make you crave and think for 
that "just once" stick while on 
the guitting stage, like lighters, 
ashtrays, and that one ever¬ 
present pack. A support group 
of your friends who really care 
about you quitting is also a 
good way to keep you away 
from a cigarette. 

Lots of luck! 

I made it clear to this lady 
that I am not looking for 
a relationship and she said 
the same thing. As adults in 
our early 30's, we decided to 
scratch each others' back since 
we're not into the crap and the 
drama that relationships bring. 
We've been fooling around 
for a year and a half now and 
it has been great. But, yes, 
you guessed it right. I've been 
seeing signs that she wants 


more than the space in my bed 
when she decides to sleep over 
or heal her drunken head. I 
guess this kind of relationship 
just wouldn't work long time. 
Even though this girl has 
gained my respect and I will 
fight anyone who hurts her, I 
think I'm moving away from 
her. I know it's going to break 
her. How should I say it? 

Neil, 32 Via e-mail 

Just tell her what you feel 
but break it to her gently. 

Since you both seem to have 
agreed on the boundaries of 
your relationship, we think 
you already have agreed 
on something if you both 
happened to cross those 
boundaries. 

A fter purchasing my first 
antique chair. I'm gaining 
this feeling that I want more 
antique things around my 
house. It's not the first time 
that I've collected things and 
when I do, I deal with it as 
serious business. Any tips on 
where I can get crazy good 
antiques around Manila or the 
Philippines? 

Kawpeng, 29 Via e-mail 

Serious antique dealers can 
still be found around the city. 
Sometimes, these dealers get 
together and do exhibit and 
antique-selling in malls. Online 
checking of dealers is another 
thing to know your way around 
the antique business of buying 
but we suggest that you DO 
NOT buy antiques online. Part 
of the excitement of buying 
antiques is to know if it's the 
real thing and learning how to 
bargain for it. 

W e are just one month 
away from calling the 
season summer. I need my 
abs back. It seems harder now 
though because I think I'm 
getting old. But I would like to 
think too that I'm just giving 
myself a reason to slow down 
on the gym. I'm 35 and sort of 
in my "daddy tummy" already. 
Any quick suggestions on how 
to get my Boracay body back as 
soon as I can? 

Michael, 35 Via e-mail 

Tips on healthy dieting and 
exercise can be found in health 
and men's magazine like 
PLAYBOY. Read up on these, 
add some discipline, and still 
continue hitting the gym. 

You're never too old to have a 
healthy fit body. 

El 


BECOMING ATTRACTION 


NADIA HERNAEZ 





► See more of Nadia 
on pages 86-87 


"I HAVE AROUND 
55 PAIRS OF 
\ SNEAKERS, SO 
£AR - varieties 
f of Nike Dunks, 
Lebrons, Jordans 
and Chuck Taylors. 
I'm on a mission to 
complete Jordans 
1 to 23," says 
businesswoman 
and sneaker-head 
Nadia Hernaez. 
Coming from a 
family whose 
members are die¬ 
hard basketball 
fans, it's no 
wonder that this 
pint-size gorgeous 
model likes the 
finer things in 
a man's life, 
which includes 
cars, kicks, and 
videogames. 

Drool over this 
hot chick who's 
definitely badder 
than you when 
she's wearing 
her favorite pair. 
"Jordans have a 
lot of history into 
it. I think it's sexy 
if you also know 
about the shoes 
you're wearing. 

I'm talking about 
'sneaker IQ'." 

And that's why 
we're addicted to 
Nadia the way 
she's addicted to 
her shoes. Who 
would ever say 
"No" to a bad girl 
with an IQ? No 
one in PLAYBOY 
would dare. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY JEFF INFANTE / HAIR AND MAKE-UP BY FRECY SALDANA 













PLAYLIST 

GADGETS.LIFESTYLE.MOVIES.DVD.TV. MUSIC.BOOKS.APPS.ART 



Special thanks to RSL Sound and Lighting Company. 


RON KATAGIRI 

During his recent one-man art 
exhibit entitled "Presensiya" at 
The Wine Museum, we asked 
'non-artist' Ron Katagiri what 
his favorite painting was. He 
pointed to a painting of a girl 
with strong eyes looking straight 
ahead, seemingly without any 
fear of anything. "It's my favorite 
painting because it talks about 
confidence. I think that's what I 
wanted to project because I'm 
a very insecure person. I'm an 
introvert. This is all but a soiree, a 
masquerade for me. Even when 
I'm amongst my friends, I'm very 
quiet and I'm very insecure with 
myself," he said. 

And if you are wondering 
why we're describing him as a 
'non-artist', it's because that's 
how he sees himself - someone 
whose art "doesn't have an 
identity". Katagiri says he is more 
of a composer of art, using his 
emotions to fuel his genius. "I 
believe na, I am the composer, 
you are the singer. So basically, 
you sing what I made. That's 
how I relate my artwork. I do an 
artwork, I compose the artwork, 
you interpret it for me. I would 
love to tell it to you but it would 
be better if you tell it to me kasi 
we have different subjective 
interpretations," he explained. 

He is also quite reluctant into 
pigeonholing his style into 
the usual definitions of art 
approaches. Instead, he claims 
that his art is more inclined 
towards "expressionism". "When 
we talk about it, is it pointillism? 

Is it contemporary? Abstract, 
whatever, it's not about that 
because I'm not educated with 
that. I'm just a hobbyist who 
likes to express himself. So I 
think that's it. I think [my art] is 
expressionism." 

(Interviewed by Lauren Acurantes) 



THE PLAYLIST OFFERS WHAT EVERY PLAYBOY READER WANTS—RELEVANT REVIEWS AND INFORMATIVE LIFESTYLE NEWS. 
YOU, AS A PLAYBOY READER, NEED TO KNOW STUFF. AND WE ARE HERE TO GIVE YOU WHAT YOU NEED. 

















No. 2 


Lomography never fails to amuse. The quirky little 
‘toy’ camera has a cult following that would put 
digital camera users to shame. With the introduction 
of the Lomokino 35-mm Lomography video camera, 
Lomo users the world over can have fun creating 
analog movies. The Lomokino uses a hand crank to 
shoot about 144 frames of moving pictures. Go all 
analog by watching your finished product with the 
LomoKinoScope, where just like the camera, you can 
use the hand crank to enjoy your masterpiece. (L.A.) 


c> 
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CANON POWERSHOT N 


Canon’s Powershot series has long led the point 
and shoot market with its pocket-sized yet powerful 
digital cameras. They are constantly innovating their 
line and their latest entry is the Powershot N. The 
first thing one would notice is the lack of a shutter 
button. The next thing one would notice is the 2.8 
inch tilt-screen LCD that acts as a touchscreen for 
focusing and shooting and the tilt screen allows the 
user to take even the trickiest shots. Creative users 
would probably enjoy their newest ‘Creative Shot’ 
option where the N will create five other unique 
images from a single shot. (Lauren Acurantes ) 
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SONY WATERPROOF 
WALKMAN 

Water buffs might want to put Sony’s latest 
offering on their want-to-own list. The Sony 
Waterproof Walkman is part of the brand’s 
Sports line and has an MP3 player with a 
4GB capacity built right into the earphones, 
seamlessly connected by a single cable that 
wraps around the wearer’s head. Controls for 
volume, tracks, playlists, and the power button 
is built right in as well so there’s no need for 
any annoying cables dangling from the headset. 
Users can upload music by connecting it to a 
Windows PC. But Apple users, take heart, you 
can still use it as a drag and drop device, and 
as one expert said, it still worked just fine. 
Priced at USD99.99, the waterproof Walkman 
is expected to ship out in March and comes in 
black, white, blue, and pink. (L.A.) 


No. 5 

ASCEND D2 


The Ascend D2 is the smaller yet equally powerful version of the mammoth Ascend 
Mate and tech pundits are already predicting that this might be more palatable 
to first-time users of Huawei devices. Huawei is marketing this device as ‘The 
Most Powerful Smartphone’ and they are backing it up by packing on the features. 
Just like the Ascend Mate, the D2 will run on a quad-core 1.5Ghz processor and 
on Android 4.1. Screen size is pegged at 5.1 inches with a Super Retina display. 
Additional features include 13.0 megapixel rear-facing camera with HDR, a 1.3 
megapixel front-facing camera, 2GB of RAM plus 32GB of ROM and a 3000 maH 
battery with up to six days of standby time. Need more convincing? It’s water 
resistant. So taking a dip while posting a photo on Instagram would not be a 
problem. No word yet on pricing but Huawei expects to have these two babies out 
in the market by March. (L.A.) 


No. 4 


HUAWEI ASCEND MATE 


Huwei is ready to take on the giants. The Chinese-run manufacturer recently unveiled 
two types of phones at the International Consumer Electronics Show (CES) in Las Vegas 
that they hope would make 2013 their breakout year. The Ascend Mate is its entry into 
the ‘phablet’ market. With a 6.1-inch display, Huawei has it pegged as the ‘The Largest 
Screen Smartphone’. Clearly they are pitting this against the more popular Samsung 
Galaxy Note II. It boasts a quad-core 1.5Ghz processor running on Andriod 4.1 OS, an 
8.0 megapixel AF rear-facing camera and 1.0 megapixel front-facing camera. For those 
who might be turned off by its huge size, Huawei also added a One-Hand Ul wherein the 
keyboard and dial pad are minimized to allow for, well, one handed use. (L.A.) 
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www.huaweidevice.com,www.store.sony.com,www.usa.canon.com, www.shop.lomography.com/us 



















PHOTO SOURCES: www.japaneseadobo.com,www.fitbit.com/flex,www.mybasis.com, www.coolmaterial.com, www.urbanears.com 


No. 6 _ 

JAPANESEADOBO 
CORPORATE BAG 


Artist Ron Katagiri has taken 
his eye for design and created 
a bag that is both functional 
and fashionable. The bag is 
made of espadriIle canvas, with 
genuine leather trimmings, and 
antiquated buckles. Each piece 
is made to order and handcrafted 
in Marikina with the same care 
and attention to detail that a pair 
of shoes would get. The bag is 
suitable for both men and women 
and - with its size - large and 
versatile enough to go from a 
day at the office to an hour at 
the gym, and even to romantic 
weekend outings. (L.A.) 



Lifestyle 


With summer fast approaching, 
the need to be fit and healthy is 
once again on everybody’s mind. 
Fitbit, the innovative company 
that aims to make living healthy 
seamlessly weaved into people’s 
daily routines, brings to you Fitbit 
Flex. This nifty little wristband will 
be able to help you in your fitness 
goals by tracking your steps, how 
many calories you have burned, the 
distance you traveled; and, even 
the number of hours that you have 
slept which determines the quality 
of your rest. The Fitbit Flex is also 
water-resistant so you can literally 
wear it anytime, anywhere. (L.A.) 


PLAYLIST V 


No. 7 _ 

FITBIT FLEX 



Indulge the nerd in you with this clever take on the latest Batman logo as depicted in The Dark Knight universe. And 
while it may not be the most practical of bookshelves - what with the limited storage space that needs some serious 
engineering skills to fill up -it is one of the most unique designs out there. Each piece is handmade to order and 
available on Etsy.com at the Fiction Furniture shop. (L.A.) 



Get the party started with just your Smartphone. Dubbed as the ‘tiniest DJ setup ever’, the Urban Ears is a splitter 
dongle keychain that allows you to connect your headset and a speaker to your phone. Download the app that comes 
with the splitter and you’re well on your way to becoming the next hot DJ at your pool party. (L.A.) 



BASIS HEALTH TRACKER 


If you’re not completely sold on the Fitbit Flex, why 
not give the Basis Health Tracker a try? While the Flex 
looks more like a wristband, the Basis is more akin 
to a watch - a rather smart timepiece that is able to 
help you keep in shape by tracking your “heart rate, 
motion, perspiration, and temperature all day” via the 
most advanced sensors in the market today. The Basis 
is also simple enough to use; just wear it like you would 
your watch, select your goals and it just starts tracking 
everything and will even give you tips on tweaks you 
can do to your health and fitness routine. (L.A.) 
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V PLAYLIST | Apps, Games, Books/Comics 



1 SECOND EVERYDAY APP 


With the 1 Second Everyday App, creator Cesar Kuriyama wants you to document one 
second of a video of your life every single day, regardless of what you are doing. Very 
often, he argues, we only document the "fun moments in our lives", like parties or 
nights-out with friends. But with this app, he hopes it would spur people to rethink 
their day-to-day lives and start to really live it; quite an ambitious goal for a simple app 
that costs only a buck on iTunes but never more appropriate in this fast-paced world. 
So how does it work? The app functions like a visual daily diary by prompting you to 
create a video (you can program the prompt for anytime during the day). It then trims 
down your video to just one second and each clip is uploaded onto an online calendar 
with a timestamp. Users can also easily share their clips via Facebook, Twitter, and 
YouTube. (Lauren Acurantes) 



AGE OF ULTRON 

What was supposed to be just a story arc during 
the tail-end of Brian Michael Bendis' run on the 
Avengers has now become a big event miniseries 
spanning the entire Marvel universe. The genocidal 
robot Ultron, who first made his appearance in 
the 60s in the pages of the Avengers, is back with 
a vengeance. He has succeeded in taking over 
the world and only a handful of heroes are left to 
oppose him. Although first appearing way back 
in 2011, the Age of Ultron was initially shelved to 
make way for last year's Avengers vs. X-men. With 
Bendis signing off the Avengers books following 
that event, many speculated that the Age of Ultron 
would never see the light of day. Thankfully, that 
doesn't seem to be the case and the first two of the 
ten-issue bi-monthly series ship this month! (N.Y.) 



MIGHT AMD MAGIC HEROES 

VI: SHADES OF DARKNESS 

Fans of the series will remember the Dungeon 
faction of the Dark Elves from the fifth 
installment in the turn-based Heroes of Might 
and Magic series. A stand-alone expansion for 
the sixth installment, which is actually a prequel 
to the previous game, "Shades of Darkness" 
re-introduces the Dark Elves (bringing the total 
of playable factions in the game to six) into the 
world of Ashan along with 20 neutral creatures 
and a bunch of new heroes and artifacts. In 
terms of story, "Shades of Darkness" follows and 
diverges from Might and Magic VI as it focuses 
on two new campaigns: the Dungeon and the 
undead Necropolis. The expansion is available on 
its own or as part of the Might and Magic Heroes 
VI Complete Edition set, which also includes 
Might and Magic Heroes VI and the game's 
soundtrack. (Nikki Yarte) 



IRON SKY THE GRAPHIC NOVEL 

The movie was a bomb but it was a fun romp. 

It's space-faring Nazis vs. Sarah Palin for crying 
out loud! If you got to see the ridiculous movie 
during its limited theatrical release and it made a 
fan out of you, then you would not want to be 
without the prequel graphic novel that details 
the Nazis' escape to and eventual dominance of 
the moon! At the helm is writer Mikko Rautalahti 
(Alan Wake, Microsoft Studios) along with the art 
and coloring tandem of Gerry Kissell and Amin 
Amat (Codeword: Geronimo, IDW Publishing). 

This one-shot work collects the original three-issue 
miniseries that was exclusively available online plus 
33 pages of production art. The graphic novel is 
produced by IDW Publishing. (N.Y.) 
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STARCRAFT II: HEART OF 
THE SWARM 

While the sequel to Star Craft sure took its sweet 
time, the wait for the expansion is mercifully 
shorter. As the title suggests, "Heart of the 
Swarm" has everything to do with the Zerg 
faction of the game. Much like "Brood War", 
the expansion will give each faction a set of new 
units and abilities, as well as new campaigns. The 
story takes place after the events of "Wings of 
Liberty" and features Sarah Kerrigan (once again 
voiced by Battlestar Galactica's Tricia Heifer), the 
Queen of Blades, in a major role as she struggles 
to adjust to her restored humanity. Meanwhile, 
the Zerg have split into warring factions and have 
become an even bigger threat to both Terrans 
and Protoss. The expansion is the second in a 
planned Starcraft II trilogy and requires the same 
hardware as the main game. (N.Y.) 


PHOTO SOURCES: www.coolmaterial.com, www.asia.gamespot.com, www.comicbookresources.com,www.digitalspy.co.uk 























PHOTO SOURCES: www.kidcudi.net,www.bonjovi.com, www.cdn2.pitchfork.com, www.youtube.com 


Music & TV/Video | PLAYLIST V 


Cy on loop 



KID CUDI 

INDICUD 

American hip hop artist Kid Cudi 
announced the upcoming release of his 
third studio album this coming March. 
The singer said on his Twitter account 
that the tracks will feature collaborations 
with Pusha T, Kendrick Lamar, Jaden 
Smith, and Kanye West. He adds, "The 
energy of Indicud is its own new thing. 
New format with some of my favorite 
musical tricks here and there. The album 
moves dope". From last year's crossover 
to rock music that could be heard in his 
recent album WZRD, there's more to 
expect from this rap genius in Indicud. 
(S.A.) 



BOI\l JOVI 

WHAT ABOUT NOW 

Still rockin' and going strong, Bon Jovi is 
releasing his twelfth studio album entitled 
"What About Now" on March 26. His 
guitarist Richie Sambora shared that the 
new album will definitely mark a new 
"evolution" of their music and has "some 
different elements." The single "What 
About Now" was previewed during Bon 
Jovi's recent appearance CBS. (S.A.) 



JUSTIM TIMBERLAKE 

“SUIT AND TIE” 


After a six-year hiatus from his music career, former boy band lead singer-turned- 
actor-turned-businessman, Justin Timberlake is set to release his new album called 
"The 20/20 Experience" later this year. For now, he teases us with his single "Suit and 
Tie" co-produced by Timbaland and featuring rap mogul Jay-Z. The song is infused 
with a bit of jazz and rhythm and blues. (SkyAisuru) 

VIDEO 


RICK'S MAM TUTORIALS 



Wong Fu Productions is best known for their videos 
"Strangers Again" (11.6 million views) and "The 


Last" (4.6 million views) but the group 
is also responsible for a series of quirky 
tutorial videos on how to get girls. 
Stereotypical machismo guy Rick (Wong 
Fu's Philip Wang) teaches other guys that 
good hygiene, cooking, and working 
out are surefire ways to impress ladies. 
However, the tips he gives aren't exactly 
the most helpful - he encourages guys to 
wash their face with just water and use 
soap to wash their hair. He also appears 
hung up on a recent breakup as shown in 
his statement that "he doesn't use knives 
to slice ingredients because he says his 
ex-girlfriend cut out his chest and took 
out his heart." Each short episode of 
"Rick's Man Tutorials" is hilarious and can 
be viewed from Wong Fu Productions' 
YouTube channel. (N.Y.) 
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DVD PICKS 


V PLAYLIST | Movies/Dvd 



MOVIES 

PLAYBOY’S PICK 



Gl JOE: 
RETALIATION 


RELEASE DATE: March 29 

The Joes are back! In this sequel 
for Gl Joe: Rise of the Cobra, Duke 
(Channing Tatum), Roadblock 
(Dwayne "The Rock" Johnson), Snake 
Eyes (Ray Park) and the other Joes 
are left to their own devices as they 
face their Cobra rivals and the threat 
of an infiltrated US government. 
Outgunned and outmatched, their 
only hope rests with the return of the 
original G.l. Joe (Bruce Willis) as the 
Cobras strike for world supremacy. 
Directed by Jon M. Chu, this action- 
packed film will hit Philippine theaters 
late this March. (Robert Soriano) 





STOKER 

RELEASE DATE: March 01 

Stoker is a horror/psychological thriller/family 
drama. A mysterious uncle (Matthew Goode) 
moves in with India (Alice in Wonderland's 
Mia Waskowska) and her mother (Nicole 
Kidman) after her father's demise. Written 
by Prison Break lead Wentworth Miller and 
produced by Ridley Scott, this film is one of 
the most anticipated films of 2013 as it also 
marks Park Chan-Wook's (award-winning 
Director of Oldboy, Sympathy for Lady 
Vengeance) English-language debut. Expect 
this film to be released in Philippine cinemas 
on March 1. (R.S.) 


MUST-WATCH TV 



GRIMM 


RELEASE DATE: March 08 

Grimm is a procedural fantasy about a 
detective, Nick Burkhardt, who discovered 
that he came from a line of ancient 
guardians tasked to protect the balance 
between humanity and dangerous 
mythological creatures. Inspired by the classic 
Grimm brothers' fairy tales, Grimm infuses 
a dark twist on children's fairy tales with a 
new breed of cop drama. In the middle of its 
second season, this series is set to be back in 
action starting March 8. (R.S.) 



A Royal Affair 

A love triangle between the 
insane king of Denmark, 
the young queen, and the 
idealist royal physician, this 
critically-acclaimed historical 
drama mixes romantic themes 
with political struggles and 
machinations. Plus, unlike 
your run-of-the-mill "affair" 
movies, this film has actually 
been nominated for Best 
Foreign Film in the Academy 
and Golden Globe Awards. 
Directed by Nikolaj Arcel, this 
film stars Mads Mikkelsen as 
Johann Struensse, the royal 
physician; Alicia Vikander as 
Queen Caroline Mathilde; and 
Mikkel Folsgaard as the Danish 
King Christian VII. Own this 
classic on home DVD as A Royal 
Affair is slated to be released 
on March 26. (R.S.) 



Smashed 

Directed by James Ponsoldt, 
Smashed features Aaron Paul 
(Breaking Bad's Jesse) and 
Mary Elizabeth Winstead (Scott 
Pilgrim VS the World's Ramona) 
in a comedy-drama about a 
couple whose relationship 
is built primarily on binge 
drinking and getting smashed. 
As Kate (Winstead) slowly 
struggles for sobriety, will she 
realize that her relationship 
with Charlie (Paul) is but a tipsy 
detour from real adulthood? 
Find out as this Sundance 
Festival hit debuts on DVD this 
March under Sony Pictures 
Classics. (R.S.) 
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“My name may be Charity, but it’ll still cost you two beaver pelts.” 














BY LOUIE BENEDICT 
IGNACIO 
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THE SIN TAX REFORM LAW IS AN EFFORT TO RESPOND TO THE GLOBAL ANTI¬ 
TOBACCO MOVEMENT. CIGARETTES GOT ITS FIRST KICK THROUGH THE CLEAN AIR 
ACT, WHICH REQUIRES CIGARETTE COMPANIES TO PLACE HEALTH WARNINGS ON 
CIGARETTE PACKAGES. 


A t the onset of the 

implementation of the 
Sin Tax Reform Law of 
2012 or more formally 
known as Republic 
Act 10351, the issue 
on its provisions had been argued 
on and debated about from various 
perspectives including health, revenue 
generation and the future of specific 
economies by personalities either from 
the government or from concerned 
private industries. 

Its advocates argued that the tax increase 
on sin products would lessen the vices 
on cigarettes or liquor and would lead to 
a healthier way of life. Meanwhile, the 
government said that the additional tax 
would earn it at least P30B in the first year 
of implementation and a maximum of P65B 
on its fourth year. The revenue, they said, 
would go to the universal government health 
programs. 

This one, I personally find funny! How 
can the government earn such an amount 
through revenues if people stop buying the 
sin products because of soaring prices? Where 
will the revenue come from? This is just plain 
absurd! Anyway, the tobacco industry, on the 
other hand, is arguing that the passage of the 
law would badly hurt the tobacco industry 
leading to the displacement of thousands 
of tobacco farmers and cigarette company 
employees. 

If you look at it, all these arguments are 
valid in their own right. But how would an 
ordinary Juan de la Cruz understand such 
laws? How can legislation such as this affect 
the very people it was made for? Or worse, 
would they even care? 

THE ROOT OF IT ALL... 

The Sin Tax Reform Law is an effort 
to respond to the global anti-tobacco 
movement. Cigarettes got its first kick 
through the Clean Air Act, which requires 
cigarette companies to place health warnings 
on cigarette packages. Plus, no more 
television commercials of cigarette products! 
But, and I'm sure you have noticed this: the 
law did not necessarily stop or even reduce 
the number of smokers and yearly deaths! 

With this new legislation, consumers 
definitely have to pay more for a puff of 
tobacco smoke and a shot of liquor. But 
would they care? If the real legislative 
agenda was to improve our health, well, 
the government may have to think more 
creatively. People I have talked to, and even 


those commenting and posting their thoughts 
through social networking sites commonly 
said that they were surprised how the issue 
was so hyped yet the difference between 
cigarette prices then and now are not that 
big. Others added that that they simply 
settled for a cheaper cigarette brand as a 
substitute. 

This is what some critics are saying: 
addiction is difficult to stop. Yes, it is possible 
that higher taxes may curtail the amount 
of cigarettes a smoker can consume, but 
since the person is already addicted to the 
substance, it would take more than higher 
taxes to make them stop. Long-term smokers 
would find ways to satisfy their addiction. 
From the working man to jeepney drivers, to 
balut vendors, or even for students starting to 
get hooked to it, sin products would always 
be something they'll be looking for. For them, 
it is a way of releasing tension or a means 
for socialization, like having a beer or two 
with your office buddies. And no matter how 
much the price will increase, people would 
always find a reason to satisfy their habits. 

THE BAD FRUIT... 

Critics of the said law further argue that 
increasing taxes for sin products violates 
some constitutional rights of citizens. They 
argue that the increase in tax will only be 
felt, or at least the greater impact of it, by 
people coming from the lower economic 
classes. Since, given our previous argument, 
that people addicted to the substance would 
find other means to satisfy their cravings, 
they will find means, though not necessarily 
upright, just to get a smoke. One of these is 
smuggling. 

And this is Sen. Edgardo Angara's main 
concern. He believes that higher taxes would 
only contribute to the smuggling of cigarettes 
from other countries. Although personally, I 
believe that smuggling should be the least of 
our concerns if, and only if, we have stricter 
laws against it. 


THE SHADE OF THE TREE... 

Another thing to look at this issue, again 
from how an ordinary citizen would take it, is 
from where do these individuals acquire their 
information and how are these information 
presented. Some supporters of the law 
once argued that private companies of 
these sin tax products used their resources 
to manipulate what columnists would write 
about the issue. Reviews of columns from 
different broadsheets show similar key words 
as headlines and contents, saying that as 
if, all came from one source. So, it is easy 
to say that the information that people are 
getting may not be as objective as it should 
be and that it could somehow be already 
manipulated. 

Also, the more sensible commentaries 
about the issue can be read in major 
broadsheet newspapers and not in tabloids 
which the ordinary Juan dela Cruz reads. 

In the end, regardless of what the 
government would impose; or what the 
tobacco producers would whine about; or 
what the media would tell us, it will still be 
an individual's decision whether to give in to 
the call of stopping to smoke... or he simply 
would not just care. Q 



PLAYBOY 2013 / MARCH 17 




















PHOTOGRAPHY BY MARLENA BIELINSKA 


t's been said that blood is thicker than 
water. The ties that bind families together 
are supposed to be stronger than those 
that are associated with classmates, 
friends, or other such social circles. In the 
case of Katrina Darling, one can only hope that her 
ties with British royalty mean more exposure (no pun 
intended) in the near future. 

In early 2011, the then 19-year-old burlesque 
dancer was living an otherwise ordinary life in a 
coastal English city. While in Glasgow, Scotland to 
perform in her show (cheekily titled God Save the 
Queen), a reporter called asking about a relative 
of hers. Completely unaware of any existing 
relationship, she was then informed that she was 
the second cousin of Kate Middleton, fiancee of 
Prince William, and future queen of the United 
Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland. 

"It was the most ridiculous thing I ever heard," 

Kat said with a laugh. Suddenly, her face was 
everywhere, from the New York Post to those 
infamous British tabloids that made the term 
"paparazzi" infamous. "At first I thought it was 
hilarious. It's not everyday something like that 
happens. But, it got completely out of control. It 
brought a lot of scary things to my doorstep." 

Finding out she was cousins with the Duchess of 
Cambridge has certainly opened doors for Kat. Lines 
started growing at the cabarets and underground 


clubs where she headlined as droves wanted to 
see this distant royal relation in person. In the 
end though, it was still up to Kat to give them 
something to remember her by. And, boy, did she 
ever. 

The glory days of burlesque and the raunchy 
shows may have long passed but there has been a 
revival of sorts in recent years, led primarily by the 
antics of Dita Von Teese. For her part, Kat brings her 
own brand of naughty burlesque to the British Isles. 

"Burlesque is a platform for me to explore these 
kinds of things," she said. "It plays on the whole 
thing in a British, satirical way of just poking fun." 
The dry wit which we associate with Kat's fellow 
Brits notwithstanding, the success of God Save the 
Queen brought the show across the pond to New 
York where Kat wowed audiences with her sardonic 
brand of sexiness. 

Now, at 22, the doe-eyed ex-banker keeps 
disproving notions that England is merely home to 
Harry Potter, James Bond, and Doctor Who. Asked 
what goes through her mind when she performs, 
Kat said, "I try to keep it in the moment as I can. 

The more into it the audience is, the more into it I 
am." Duchess Kate's grandmother-in-law may be 
wary of her cousin's performances, but she can 
hardly blame a girl for making the most of her 
fortunate blood ties. Long live the Queen, indeed! 
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B JJ N N Y A R R I A N E 

THE FIRST FILIPINA BUNNY REVEALS HER SECRETS 


When golden opportunities come knocking at your door , 
don't turn it away. If someone, for instance, offered you a 
job that would take you to an exotic country with further 
opportunities to travel more to other countries where 
every night is like a party and you can meet a lot of people... 

would you say no? Perhaps, you'd say, what's the catch? 

Well , you’d have to be a Bunny. 


WRITTEN BY LAUREN ACURANTES 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY FREDRIK LONNOVIST 

MAKE UP BY FRECY SALDANA 
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O f course, we're 
talking about 
Bunnies of the 
human kind; 
specifically of the 
PLAYBOY kind - 
or better yet, the 
'hottest-mascots-of-the-world' kind. Just like 
the Bunny on our cover this March. 

Gentlemen, we present Bunny Arriane 
Mondido, the first Filipina Bunny (nay, the first 
Asian, if we must get technical about it), as she 
joins the elite ranks of PLAYBOY Bunnies that 
have, over the years, graced the cover of the 
magazine. 

"I absolutely love the brand so I'm really 
excited to do this," said Arriane. "But I'm also 
a little nervous. I wasn't nervous at all when I 
was first interviewed to be a Bunny or when 
I had to get training, pero ngayon sobra ang 
kaba ko!" But her nervousness doesn't show 
on camera. What is reflected is a woman 
oozing with sex appeal and blessed with all 
the sultry curves that have made the PLAYBOY 
Bunny a popular international figure. 

Arriane was part of a group of girls that 
were chosen to be Bunnies to serve at the 
PLAYBOY Club when it opened in Macau in 
2010. "I was actually the first Filipina, the 
only Filipina and the first Asian, in fact, to be 
picked," Arriane proudly said. The Philippines 
was the first stop in Asia by recruiters from 
PLAYBOY Enterprises, Inc. (PEI) as they went 
around various countries recruiting girls to be 
part of the newly-opened club in the Chinese- 
run territory. "When I went to the Mandarin 
[Oriental Hotel] where they were holding the 
casting call, I remember not wearing anything 
special. Naka-bestida nga lang ata ako eh!" 
she said, laughingly. "But when I sat down 
with the recruiter, he just asked me a few 
questions, and then told me, on the spot, that 
I was hired. Then he asked me if I was willing 
to go abroad, I said yes, siyempre. Hindi ko 
naman palalagpasin yung opportunity na yun!" 
Less than a month later she found herself on 
a plane to Macau and the rest, as they say, is 
history. 

But what exactly is it that a Bunny does, 
you may ask? "Essentially we're waitresses or 


drink servers. Except we're wearing the Bunny 
suit, and they train us to do specific moves. 
They teach us how to sit, how to walk, how 
to stand," she explained. The moves she are 
referring to are the Bunny Dip, the Bunny 
Perch, and the Bunny Stance; each move is to 
be utilized depending on what task the Bunny 
is currently performing and all designed to 
show off the optimal sexiness of the outfit. 

"Being a Bunny is a great opportunity, but 
it also takes a lot of hard work and discipline," 
said Arriane, "People have this misconception 
about Bunnies being promiscuous or even 
being immoral, but it's actually the complete 
opposite. In fact, before being a Bunny, I was 
very wild, date lang ng date. But, when I joined 
PLAYBOY, natuto akong maging disiplinado 
kasi kailangan palagi kaming well-behaved. 

They really care about our reputation, so we 
weren't allowed to give out our numbers to the 
patrons. At siyempre, lalo ng bawal makipag- 
date sa kanila. Marami talagang restrictions, 
very strict sila, but you do it because it's part of 
the job and I learned a lot." 

Apart from all that, however, there are also 
other challenges that a Bunny has to face; 
the language barrier, for one. Living in Macau 
with a group of at least 15 other girls, all from 
different countries and regions proved to be a 
major hurdle for Arriane, "When I first came to 
Macau, I really didn't speak English well. Doon 
na lang talaga ako natuto. And after awhile 
because I was already the senior there, I started 
training the other girls that came after me. 

Most of them were foreigners, blonde, blue 
eyes, so level up talaga ang communication 
skills kasi minsan talagang may pagka- 
mayabang sila, so kailangan mas mayabang 
ako," she said. 

But now that the PLAYBOY Club in Macau 
is officially closed, what's in the future for 
our little Bunny? "What is there to do after 
being a Bunny?" Arriane quipped. She was 
quick to add, though, that she is looking to 
get married soon. "Gusto ko ng mag-asawa!" 
she exclaimed. "I look for the usual things that 
normal girls like pero sa totoo lang, the sex 
is also important. He may be very rich or very 
handsome, but if he can't please you in bed, 
what's the point?" she laughed. Q 



"I LOOK FOR 
THE USUAL 
THINGS THAT 
NORMAL 
GIRLS 
LIKE. BUT 
TRUTHFULLY. 
SEXUAL 
RELATIONS 
ARE ALSO 
IMPORTANT. 
HE MAY BE 
VERY RICH 
OR VERY 
HANDSOME. 
BUT IF 
HE CAN T 
PLEASE 
YOU IN BED. 
WHAT’S THE 
POINT?” 
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“I WAS 
ACTUALLY 
THE FIRST 
FILIPINA, 
THE ONLY 
FILIPINA 
AND THE 
FIRST 
ASIAN, 
IN FACT, 
TO BE 
PICKED,” 
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I 

is how people call him in the GMA 
compound. Yet, with all the gentility associated with the label, 
one doesn't get the feeling that Mike Enriquez lords over 
everybody else. 

Case in point: when he was informed that he was chosen 
to be this issue's Man of the Month because he was an icon, 
he demurred and practically scoffed at the appellation. He, of 
the booming voice and the larger-than-life onscreen persona, 
said that he would much prefer to be known as a guy's guy 
- a regular Joe. It seemed like a strange concept but as the 
conversation flowed during the hour-long interview, it became 
clear that his success is indeed deeply rooted in his "regular 
guy" disposition. 

"That's the way we were brought up kosi in Sta. Ana," he 
said. "It was a bare, simple, middle-class upbringing. Not too 
well to do and not too poor either. Just right. But because it was 
Sta. Ana and not Forbes, we had a lot of chance to immerse 
ourselves and interact with people from all walks of life and that 
has served me well in my vocation." 

He met with us for the interview in his network office in 
Quezon City wearing a simple checked shirt and black slacks. It 
was a far cry from the suit-and-tie look he usually sports for his 
evening telecast but it was, according to him, closer to the type 
of clothes he would wear on a regular day. 

He also happened to be sick. So sick in fact that before the 
interview, he had to go home to take a doctor-ordered rest. His 
stomach, he said, had been acting up in the past couple of days 
and if it persists, he might have to check-in at the hospital to get 
an IV drip to combat dehydration. Despite all this, he graciously 
went ahead with the interview. 

Once, he paused and popped a sugar-free herb candy before 
looking at the cover of the PLAYBOY October 2012 issue the 
team presented to him. "Ikow bo ito, Sky?" he asked, looking 
at the cover photo of 2011 Playmate of the Year and currently 
editorial assistant at PLAYBOY Philippines, Sky Aisuru. This 
brought out the Imbestigador in him as he started interviewing 
her on how she ended up being an editorial assistant. "That's 
very rare, ho. Nogsimulo kong Playmate? Topos ngoyon noso 
editorial team ko no?" he asked. When Playmate Sky confirmed 
all this, he shook his head, obviously very impressed. After the 
interview, he asked her to sign his copy and gushed that getting 
someone to sign their own photo is a rarity nowadays. But 
from where we stood, we were collectively thinking that it's 
much rarer for a man of his stature and intellect to be so, well, 
extraordinarily ordinary. 
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PB: WHO IS MIKE ENRIQUEZ? 

ME: It depends who's asking the question. 

If you're a television viewer, I'm the guy 
who brings the news to millions of Filipino 
households at 6:30 every evening. I'm the 
guy who hosts the show 'Imbestigador' 
every Sunday night, which is an investigative 
type of program. If you are a radio listener, 
Mike Enriquez is your early morning guy on 
AM, in Tagalog, yung nogpupuputok, and 
giving the news and updating the people on 
the latest news and information. If you are 
an employee of GMA or RGMA, our radio 
network, I am a co-worker. I walk around the 
compound here just like anybody else. If you 
are Mike Enriquez asking the question, who 
is Mike Enriquez, well, I try to be as private 
as possible. Not private in the sense no I hide 
things from people but private meaning, 

I really cherish privacy very, very much 
because it's the one big thing I don't have 
anymore and that's the reality I face everyday 
from the moment I leave the house until I go 
back to the silence of our bedroom at night. 
PB: LET’S GO BACK FIRST 
TO YOU AS A JOURNALIST. 

I’M SURE A LOT OF READERS 
KNOW KUNG PAANO NA KAYO 
NAGSIMULA ... 

ME: I started in radio as a gofer. You know 
what a gofer is? You guys are young eh. Yung 
generation ngoyon wolo ng gonun eh. So 
anyway, a gofer is, was, a 'gofer'. You go for 
this, you go for that. Go buy me cigarettes. 

Go get me some water, make me some 
coffee. Go entertain the other girl, because 
there's another girl with me now in the 
studio. Ganun ong pope! namin. I was 19 
then. Wolang human rights when I started in 
radio. Wolang labor code. Wolo nun. 

PB: IN YOUR LONG CAREER, 
YOU’VE RECEIVED A LOT OF 
ACCOLADES. ANYTHING THAT 
YOU STILL ASPIRE TO ACHIEVE? 
ME: No more. But you know, all these mgo 
awards awards, and this is not all (points to 
the shelves filled with awards situated behind 
him). After a certain point and I'm not playing 
cutesy-cutesy by saying this; the real awards, 
you realize after everything has been said and 
done, the real award is when a mother brings 
an eight-year-old boy to you and says, please 
shake his hand. You're his idol. That is the 
ultimate. You can't get any higher than that. 
When a mom says, can you give a few words 
of advice, can you tell him to be a good boy, 
can you tell her to be a good girl. That beats 
any trophy, any awards. That means that 
what you are doing works. That what you are 
doing has made an impact on real people. 

The people who matter. The realization of 
that. The true evidence of that is what really 
gives you this feeling. 

PB: SO, IS IT HARD TO MAINTAIN 
THAT? 

ME: Oh, yes. Very hard. You know, when we 
are in public you have to manage everything 


that you do, how you act, how you talk, even 
sometimes how you look. I cannot be rude 
to people, although I really am not. I'm a 
natural "not rude'' guy. You have to be nice 
to people. Again, back to the privacy concern 
or issue, not everyday is a good day. For all of 
us. We have our bad hair days, ok? But when 
somebody comes to you and says, "Picture! 
Picture!'', di bo? So what the hell are you 
expected to say? "Get off me, ok, it's not 
going well/' or "Get off my face/' right? Or 
"give me some space!'' You cannot do that. 
You must at least return the goodwill. Now, 
I'm not saying that everybody who does that 
is not rude. Sometimes t ologong contact 
sport kung minson. 

PB: SIR, SO WE’RE SURE THAT 
YOU’RE PRETTY AWARE NA 
BAKA MAY MGA NASAKTAN NA 
KAYO SA INYONG MGA SALITA. 
DID YOU EVER FEEL GUILTY? 

ME: No. 

PB: NOT EVEN ONCE? 

ME: No, not at all. I have also turned down a 
lot of people who have interceded for cases 
that we handled in 'Imbestigador', di bo? 
Some of them [are] influential people. People 
with good positions in society, no? But the 
moment that we start a story; kosi inoololo 
ko rin eh. We have staff kosi that does the 
ground work. And siyempre, i noala la ko silo, 
no pinoghiropon ito ng staff. At risk of life 
and limb sometimes. We don't put out the 
story, especially a controversial one that does 
not go through a very thorough process of 
checking, re-checking, gonun. And only then 
will we say, go! 

PB: HOW DO YOU PREPARE 
YOURSELF? 

ME: So Imbestigador ; porang kwon komi, 
parong law enforcement people no rin komi. 
The few minutes or moments before you 
actually jump out of the vehicle or approach 
the site, you feel your adrenaline, tologong 
motoos no. When it comes to that point, 
hindi mo no iisipin yung threat eh. You just 
remain focused on what you need to do. 
Tologong this is where you get to appreciate 
our law enforcement agencies. Many of 
them, in our experience, are good, decent, 
straight, hardworking people. Nosisiro long 
silo nitong mgo scalawags that float around 
among the ranks. And when you attend the 
briefings, which we do, and tologong so 
konilo second nature pog nondun ko no. So 
komi nogiging parong silo no rin, you know? 
There was one big operation we did on a 
big area in the border of Quezon City and 
Caloocan, near the cemetery. We used more 
than 50 NBI agents, ondun poti yung mgo 
anti-terrorist unit ng NBI, ginomit dun, so 
do mi, dohil so laki nung area. And there 
were very narrow alleys that we had to go 
into, when I noticed two NBI guys who were 
always with me. Sa briefing hindi nila sinobi, 
yun polo may u so pan no si la. They were 
there for me. 


PB: TO PROTECT YOU? 

ME: Yeah. Kosi ong sabi, sir ; yung mgo 
go nitong alleys, di mo a lorn naglolakod ko 
biglang, TUK! (makes stabbing motion with 
his hand), biglo no long may gogonun soyo 
o biglo no long may puputok. But you know, 
you don't realize that. It's afterwards, when 
you're home or in the office and when the 
adrenaline goes back down, and you realize, 
shoot, I could be in a box now. But when 
you're there, you just focus kosi if you allow 
yourself to be diverted to anything else, you 
won't succeed in what you're supposed to 
do; in your mission, in your objective. 

PB: YOU SAID IN PAST 
INTERVIEWS THAT YOU 
WANTED TO BE A PRIEST WHEN 
YOU WERE YOUNGER? 

ME: Yes. Not just any priest, a Franciscan 
priest. I grew up in a parish that was run by 
Franciscans in Sta. Ana, Manila, Our Lady 
of the Abandoned. There was this very old 
Italian priest who's Mass I used to serve at 
5:30 every morning, rain or shine. Five-thirty 
every morning, rain or shine, I would walk 
to the church and back because the church 
was only about four or five blocks from our 
house. Father Musconi. We were like so thick 
that when he died, I really cried and howled 
and was very, very sad. And I wanted to be 
like him and I wanted to be like my idol, St. 
Francis of Assisi. 

PB: SO, RELIGION PLAYS A BIG 
PART IN YOUR LIFE? 

ME: Not religion. Faith. But I'm not, you 
know, you're not going to see me in front of 
an altar with my arms like that (spreads out 
both arms) or what. I don't go to Mass daily. 
Sundays, yes. 

PB: WHAT MADE YOU CHANGE 
YOUR MIND? 

ME: I didn't change my mind. My parents 
and grandparents connived to pull me out of 
the seminary. They thought I was too young 
to make a decision. In the minor seminary, 
after a certain period, your parents are 
supposed to sign a consent form saying that 
they are allowing you to continue. When 
it came to that point, I was called by the 
rector of the Franciscan seminary in San 
Francisco del Monte. And that was a Sunday, 

I remember that very vividly. And he said, 
Miguel, sobi niya, you're doing very well with 
your academics, congratulations, sobi niyong 
gonun. Your father is downstairs. Kosi may 
regular Sunday visitation nun, eh. So I said, 
"Oh, nice.'' And then, well, sabi niya, you 
have to go back to your bed. Wolo koming 
rooms nun. Beds kosi dormitory style. And 
you need to pack your things because he's 
taking you home. And I was shocked. I felt 
so very bad and angry that I didn't talk to 
anyone in the house for two months. 

So, you may also want to ask, why are you 
where you are? Ok, because I believe that 
all of us, all of us in this room, all of your 
readers, all of our listeners and viewers, all 



of us are given by the Lord at least one thing 
to be good at; whether it's feeding babies or 
taking pictures or writing articles or putting 
out a magazine, hindi bo? And I believe this 
is where God placed me. I don't entertain 
any illusions of grandeur like be the President 
of the Philippines, gonun. This is where God 
said, diyan ka! 

PB: SO NO POLITICS? 

ME: Absolutely none. In the past, in the 
present, and in the future. None. My only 
interest in politics is as a journalist. But 
to be involved in politics, in Philippine 
mainstream politics, a big no. I mean, what's 
in politics? Every single penny that I have, 
that I've earned, I have earned through 
hard, serious, legitimate work, hindi bo? Pag 
politician ka, just the mere fact no totokbo 
ko, automatically (snaps fingers) ong mindset 
ng too ibo no. 

I bo no ong ting in soyo ng too and that's not 
the fault of the people. That's the fault of the 
politicians and the system. I don't want to be 
part of that system. I don't want to be a part 
of it. Ok, so, in a way, we're partly to blame. 
We vote for these people, you know? That's 
enough being part of the system, sosoli ko po 
so mgo yun? But, that's not to say that I've 
not been given opportunities to be part of 
it or have been asked or been invited to be 
a part of it. A couple of times. Serious, ho? 
Not yung mgo; pore, pwede ko no moging 
Senodor! (makes nudging motions with his 


elbow) Gonung mgo usopon. (laughs) Pare, 
pwede ko na! Yung mgo ganun! Ulol! Mgo 
gonung usopon. Di yun, di seryoso yun eh. 

PB: ANO PO BA ANG MERON SA 
SISTEMA? BAKU AYAW NIYO? 

ME: Umm, it's all about power, it's all about 
money. It's all about everything except for 
what it's supposed to be, which is serving the 
people. 

PB: HOW DO YOU FIND THE 
ADMINISTRATION RIGHT NOW? 

ME: Well, the one good thing about the 
administration is, so far, the President has 
been able to keep himself clean. At least, 
publicly. You are a popular leader, like our 
president is because of the surveys, you have 
so much power on your hands to use that 
popularity, to institute real reform and the 
people will support you, eh, because you're 
popular. I hope and pray that the president 
will use that popularity and put it to good 
use and move this country forward. But he's 
just halfway through, he still has three years 
to go. 

PB: SO FAR SIR, IF YOU WERE 
A TEACHER WHAT GRADE ARE 
YOU GOING TO GIVE PNOY AS 
THE PRESIDENT? 

ME: PNoy? Slightly above average? 

PB: WHY? 

ME: The economy was, ok, let me change 
that to average muno, o hindi sige, pwede 
no ngong slightly, (laughs) Well, things are 


MIKE ENRIQUEZ 

not as good as we want them to be but they 
could be worse. This is not political. I have 
many issues with the current administration. 
I'm supposed to, I'm a journalist, I'm an 
anchor person. I'm supposed to question, 
eh, on behalf of the people. Like you guys 
are, you're supposed to always ask, why, 
why, who says it has to be that way, hindi 
bo ? I have many, many, many issues with the 
administration, with the government, ok? But 
things are not as good as we want them to 
be, but they could've been worse. 

PB: WHAT’S YOUR 
BIGGEST ISSUE WITH THE 
GOVERNMENT? 

ME: Well, people of the old system are still 
entrenched; very much entrenched. And the 
system, no matter how hard the president is 
trying to demolish it or to reform it, basically 
still remains there, which is wealth, economic 
power, political power, is still concentrated 
into that, you know, when you have your 
PLAYBOY parties and when you have your 
events at The Fort or wherever. That's not the 
real Philippines, hindi bo? But if you're there, 
you will easily fall into the trap of thinking, 
boy, things must be really going well, ok? 

But you move out one block away from 
where you have your events, that's the real 
Philippines. At night, here, outside, diyon so 
ilolim ng flyover, people sleep and spend the 
night there. Yun ong Philippines. 

PB: SO DO YOU BELIEVE THAT 



“THERE IS NO SUCH 
THING AS AN UNBIASED 
JOURNALIST BECAUSE 
WE’RE ALL HUMANS. DI 
MO MAIIWASAN EH PAG 
NAGSULAT KA NA, SO 
JUST TRY YOUR BEST 
TO PRESENT BECAUSE 
YOU ARE THERE NOT 
FOR YOURSELF. YOU 
ARE THERE FOR THE 
VIEWERS, FOR THE 
READERS.” 











BY THE END OF HIS TERM IT’S 
NOT GOING TO HAPPEN? 

ME: I can't say that. It's too early to say 
that. Every president, kahit binabcmatcm ko 
so radio program ko, I will say, I don't know if 
the people will believe me or not, I truly wish 
them success. Kosi if they succeed, it means 
the country will succeed with them. So when 
I criticize or take notice of things that go on, 
it is not to destroy, it is not to grab attention. 
It's not, b abanatan ko to, pompotoos ng 
rating 'to\ It is simply to help these people, to 
light fires under their butts, so that they will 
move on and forward. It is not just for the 
sake of, to sound macho. 

PB: SO HOW DO YOU DEFINE A 
RESPONSIBLE JOURNALIST? 

ME: Well, if you're a responsible journalist, 
you will make sure you present as many sides 
to an issue as you can in a firm and balanced 
way. Never allow your personal bias, which 
is a very hard thing to do. I have read 
several articles whose theory is that, there 
is no such thing as an unbiased journalist 
because we're all humans. Di mo maiiwasan 
eh pog nagsulat ko no, so just try your best 
to present because you are there not for 
yourself. You are there for the viewers, for 
the readers. 

PB: WHAT ABOUT CITIZEN 
JOURNALISM? YOU THINK IT’S 
A GOOD THING? 

ME: Oh yeah. It's amazing, di bo? It's a 
good form of activism. It's also a good form 
of being watchdogs, di bo? Ang domi ng 
mgo stories no ong pinonggolingon, hindi 
yung mgo professional, full time journalists 
but ordinary people who chanced by the 
story or the event or the situation with their 
cellphones or their cameras or their tablets 
or whatever. It's wonderful. 

PB: BUT DO YOU THINK THERE 
SHOULD BE GUIDELINES? OR 
SHOULD IT BE A FREE FOR ALL? 
ME: Well, I never believe in [a] free for all. 
There should be [guidelines] and there's just 
none, right now. Except we, in GMA, we have 
this thick code of standards, ethics for our 
news and public affairs, ok? Bloggers don't 
have that, hindi bo? People with websites 
they don't have that. 

PB: HAVE YOU EVER THOUGHT 
OF RETIRING? 

ME: Depends what you mean by retirement. 
I'm officially retired. But I was rehired as 
a consultant. For now, I'm not saying it 
won't happen. It will happen. You know, 
somewhere in this network lurking is the 
next...I don't want to say the next Mike 
Enriquez; is the next pillar. They call us pillars 
here, eh. Lima komi no pillars ng News and 
Public Affairs. Somewhere lurking in this 
network is the next pillar. Or the next pillars. 

I need to accept that reality. Yun ong mohirop 
so Hong mgo too no when they are at the 
height of their career, they forget that. 

Did you watch that movie Notting Hill? There 
was one line there that really struck me. Ang 


sobi ni Julia Roberts, 'You know all this fame? 
This is all fleeting," sobi niyong gonun. Toing! 
Sobi ko! May sinosobi ito! And it is. Now, 
many people when they are at the height of 
their popularity, they fail or refuse to accept 
that. I feel sad and I feel bad for people who 
are on this 'in-the-good-old-days' mode. 

Yung, "Alom mo, nung ponohon nomin, 
gonito, gonun " Wow, that was the Golden 
Age...I'd say, hey grandpa, time to end, and 
time to move on and give way to the others. 
And that will happen. And I will go back, 
probably, if I still can, I will go back to playing 
golf. I can read more books. I can watch more 
videos. I can travel more. I can do more of 
the things I want doing. 

PB: AS THE CURRENT HEAD OF 
RGMA, WHAT WOULD YOU SAY 
IS YOUR MANAGEMENT STYLE? 
ME: Management style? I delegate. I let 
people feel that they're all presidents of the 
company. That's the trick. You do less work, 
(laughs) You inspire them by being one of 
them. I always tell my officers, the challenge 
is how you can still remain one of the boys 
when you are no longer one of the boys. So 
when I'm out there in the stations or even 
with the staff here, we have lunches together. 
And many times I don't call them to my 
office, I go to their rooms and offices and sit 
in front of them and talk. 

PB: YOUR MAIN RIVAL IN RADIO 
IS SAID TO BE CONSTANTLY 
NUMBER ONE IN THE RATINGS. 
WHAT ARE YOU PLANNING ON 
DOING TO OVERTAKE THEM? 

ME: Well, we do have strategies in place 
and our goal is to be number one by the 
middle of the year. I've been told we're on 
track to achieving this. They'll know it when 
it happens. 

PB: SIR, SA RADIO PROGAM 
NIYO, YOU REALLY HAVE TO BE 
AWARE OF THE SOCIAL ISSUES. 
WHAT’S YOUR TAKE ON SIN 
TAX? 

ME: Sin tax? Well, it was something the 
government had to do. You must remember 
isa yon so mgo main requirements for the 
Philippines being upgraded. You have to 
implement the sin tax reform bill or law, you 
have to improve your tax collection system. 
The reproductive health, poti UN kosomo 
diyan eh. Population control. You cannot 
really achieve this highest status if you don't 
have a well run [program]. Doesn't mean 
I agree with all of these. Do you want a 
PLAYBOY statement? Condoms are not fun. 
They're not natural. I don't like the idea of 
making love to a piece of rubber. It's not 
natural. Rubber was not invented for you to 
have sex with. 

PB: SO SIR, ANO KA? CASANOVA 
OR SPARTACUS? 

ME: Ano yun? (loughs) Di ko alom yun ho. 
Ano yung Spartacus? 

PB: KINDA ROUGH PO BA OR 
MORE SUAVE? 


ME: Alom mo, it depends. There are 
moments, di bo, when you just grab each 
other. May gonun eh. Yung sudden burst 
of passion. No more step one, step two, 
step three, what the hell? Meron namang, 
you know, nice dinner, good wine, terrific 
conversation, you know? 

PB: IN YOUR LINE OF WORK, DO 
YOU FEEL THAT PEOPLE ARE 
ROOTING FOR YOU OR WAITING 
FOR YOU TO MAKE MISTAKES? 
ME: Both. In this line of work, in this 
vocation, you cannot please everyone. Yung 
mgo nog-te-tweet, yung mgo nog-te-text, 
everyday mixed. Siyempre mos moromi yung 
thank you, meron ding mgo, rubbish, mgo 
gonun. I get them all. 

PB: DO YOU THINK THAT 
DEMOCRACY WILL HELP US 
SUCCEED AS A COUNTRY? 

ME: Yeah. Who was it who said, although 
that's a very extreme statement? Was it 
Quezon or Aguinaldo or one of the former 
presidents? I would rather have a country ran 
like hell by Filipinos than a country ran like 
heaven by the Americans, sabi niya. Like, he's 
a son of a bitch but he's our son of a bitch, 
(laughs) 

PB: WHAT MADE YOU SAY YES 
TO PLAYBOY? 

ME: Because it's PLAYBOY. It's a thrill. Not 
everybody gets on PLAYBOY, hindi ba? I 
had to ask our Corp Comm also first. I said, 
PLAYBOY wants to interview me, would 
you have any issues with that? Because I'm 
in News and Public Affairs. And then they 
called back and said, hey, Atty. Gozon was 
in PLAYBOY. Well, the question has been 
answered. 

PB: DO YOU REMEMBER WHEN 
YOU FIRST SAW PLAYBOY? 

ME: College no oko nun. [From] a La Salle 
brother, (whispers conspiratorially) He said 
so. It was not something clandestine. In those 
days, the brothers were mostly Americans 
eh. So, he said, seriously ho, "\ read PLAYBOY 
for the articles." And the pictures? Boholo no 
siyo so sorili niyo. (laughs) 

PB: PLAYBOY’S FOUNDER, HUGH 
HEFNER, IS AN ADVOCATE OF 
FREEDOM. HOW DO YOU DEFINE 
FREEDOM? 

ME: Freedom is being able to stretch your 
fist as far as you can but it stops where the 
other guy's face starts. That's freedom. 

But my freedom ends where your nose 
begins. Freedom is being able to choose, 
make choices; in everything, in my work, 
in my personal affairs. The one thing I hate 
the most is when I'm not given options or 
choices. Yung sosobihon ko no, eto long ong 
pwede mong go win, osor no osor oko so 
mgo gonung sitwosyon. Gusto ko poroti may 
choice, may option. 
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"PERHAPS, IF AN EXPERIMENTER 

USED FILIPINO MEN AS SUBJECTS 


WHO WOULD BE PRESENTED WITH 

WILLING FEMALES AS BEAUTIFUL AS 

THE PLAYMATES HERE, THE ONLY ONES 

WHO WOULD COMPLAIN ARE THE MEN 

NOT CHOSEN FOR THE EXPERIMENT." 


One day, President Coolidge and his wife 
were invited to a government experimental 
farm. Touring the farm separately from her 
husband, Mrs Coolidge noticed, when she 
saw the poultry section, that the roosters 
mated quite frequently. So she asked the 
guide: "Tell me, how often does a rooster 
mate? Is it once a day?" 

The guide answered: "Oh no, Ma'am. A 
rooster mates at least a dozen times a day." 

She smiled at the guide and with a 
knowing look said to him: "Please tell that to 
my husband when he gets to this part of the 
tour." 

When President Coolidge reached the 
poultry section, the guide said: "By the way, 
Mr. President, your wife asked us to tell you 
that a rooster mates at least a dozen times a 
day." 

"Same hen each time?" 

"Oh no, Mr. President! With a different 
hen every time." 

"Well," said the President, "please tell that 
to my wife." 

T he Coolidge Effect has been defined 
as the phenomenon whereby male 
mammals exhibit renewed sexual 
interest if introduced to new sexual 
partners even after refusing sex from 
prior but still available sexual partners. And 
it actually exists in most mammals, including 
human beings. 

Or perhaps I should qualify that: while we 
can say with confidence that it exists for many 
male mammals (and a few female ones), we 
cannot say the same with as much confidence 
when it comes to men and women, simply 
because no experiments have been done 
on them. Perhaps, if an experimenter used 
Filipino men as subjects who would be 
presented with willing females as beautiful 
as the Playmates here, the only ones who 
would complain are the men not chosen for 
the experiment, and of course the wives/ 
girlfriends of those chosen. 





The most direct way to test for the 
Coolidge Effect is via experiments that use 
male mammals which are presented with their 
female counterparts while these females are 
sexually receptive. In other words, in heat. 

A bull, when presented with a cow in heat, 
will mate with it five or six times and then 
stop. To test if fatigue was the reason the 
bull stopped mating with the presented cow 
after six times, the experimenters add another 
step to the process: they present him with 
another cow in heat. 

Their reasoning is simple: If, by presenting 
the bull with another cow, the bull will not 
mate with her, that means the bull is too 
tired. However, if the bull mates with the next 
cow then fatigue is not the reason. The only 
reason would be that the bull has a need for 
variety to continue mating. 7 

This is true for bulls, goats, sheep, rats and 
with only very few exceptions, all mammals 
around. 

I can practically predict what the reaction 
is among you male PLAYBOY readers. Since 
the human male is also a mammal, is the 
Coolidge Effect therefore true for us? The 
male mammals of our species? Does that 
mean, therefore, that my golf buddies, 
members of my Rotary Club, business 
associates and, most importantly I, are 
susceptible to the Coolidge Effect? 

The answer is yes. Filipino males—and 
every male, actually—enjoy variety for variety's 
sake. Not because they are bad people or 
because they have no discipline, but because 
they are men, and this is what men feel. 

But, before you start bringing out the 
champagne, you must remember that there 
are other factors to consider: moral, social, 
emotional, sense of fairness, to name a few 
of those that separate humans from all other 
mammals. And for this reason perhaps one 
cannot blame women for being upset when 
their partners who promised to be faithful are 
not, since you are males and not bulls (though 
your partners may think otherwise 2 ). 


IF, BY PRESENTING 
THE BULL WITH 
ANOTHER COW. THE 
BULL WILL NOT 
MATE WITH HER. 
THAT MEANS THE 
BULL IS TOO TIRED. 
HOWEVER, IF THE 
BULL MATES WITH 
THE NEXT COW THEN 
FATIGUE IS NOT THE 
REASON. THE ONLY 
REASON WOULD BE 
THAT THE BULL HAS 
A NEED FOR VARIETY 
TO CONTINUE 
MATING. 


But some of you may accuse me of saying 
the above simply because I, too, am female 
and have much to lose on a personal level. I 
am, however, writing as a clinical psychologist 
who people consult because they want 
to save their marriages (if at all possible) 
and I am not merely a researcher. While 
a researcher shares the results of studies 
regardless of the consequences, a clinical 
psychologist uses research judiciously to 
achieve the best possible therapeutic result for 
the client(s) without sacrificing the truth. 
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BUT. BEFORE YOU START BRINGING OUT THE 

CHAMPAGNE. YOU MUST REMEMBER THAT THERE 

ARE OTHER FACTORS TO CONSIDER: MORAL. SOCIAL. 

EMOTIONAL. SENSE OF FAIRNESS. TO NAME A FEW OF 

THOSE THAT SEPARATE HUMANS FROM ALL OTHER 

MAMMALS. 


iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 

Footnotes: 

1. If anyone disagrees that variety is the sole reason a bull will only mate with a second cow and 
not with the first he has already mated withseveral times, please write to PLAYBOY so we can 
further this wonderful discussion 

2 . RE: men being bulls, that is meant as a compliment, ok? 


Look, guys, I can hardly blame 
you if what you really want is a 
rationale for your behavior when 
it comes to other women. In that 
case, research and not — ahem 
— my expertise is what you really 
want. So here it is: 



A pioneer on 
"Evolutionary 
psychology" 
evolutionary 
approaches to 
understanding human 
"Sex differences" 
mating behavior, and 
sexual attraction. 

Dr. Glenn Wilson 
has concluded based 
on the results of his 
research that: 
"Although the 
Coolidge Effect 
is somewhat 
diminished in force 
within primates, and 
perhaps especially so 
in humans who have 
moral compunctions 
to deal with in 
addition, vestiges of 
it are nevertheless 
apparent. Before 
marriage, it is usual 
for men to initiate 
intercourse at a 
fairly high frequency 
with their fiancee. 
After a few years of 
marriage, however, 
the husband's sexual 
appetite begins 
to wane and an 
apparent reversal 
of libido may even 
occur with the now 
frustrated wife 
demanding more 
love-making than 
her 'tired' husband 
is able to supply... 

He, of course, is still 
perfectly capable of 
being aroused by his 
mistresses and office 
girls..." 



FILIPINO 
MALES—AND 
EVERY MALE, 
ACTUALLY— 
ENJOY 

VARIETY FOR 
VARIETY’S 
SAKE. NOT 
BECAUSE 
THEY ARE 
BAD PEOPLE 
OR BECAUSE 
THEY HAVE NO 
DISCIPLINE, 
BUT BECAUSE 
THEY ARE 
MEN, AND 
THIS IS WHAT 
MEN FEEL. 


Like countless other clinical 
psychologists with sex therapy 
as one of their areas of 
specialization, I see many men 
whose wives say are 'impotent' 
but privately confess to not being 
so with their mistresses and one 
night stands. 

What possible issues need to 
be explored if the wife wants 
fidelity yet the husband thinks, 
"as long as I give you enough 
money to buy food on the table 
plus non-essentials like jewelry, 
trips with girlfriends, etc. and 
promise not to leave you, what's 
the problem?" 

In such a situation, does it 
become merely a question of the 
husband and wife agreeing as 
to whose needs are more urgent 
and thus need to be resolved 
first? 

It depends on what sort of 
relationship each wants, what 
each is willing to compromise 
on, and what each consider deal 
breakers. But that, perhaps, is a 
subject for another piece. □ 
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E arly in 2012 the biggest story in the video game 
industry came down to one word: booty. "Booty" 
is among the word clues in Draw Something, the 
cell phone game that has swept the planet. To 
play, you choose a word from a list of three and 
then draw a picture of it on your screen. Once 
You're done, you send it to the phone of your 
opponent, who has to guess what you drew. It's kind of like 
Pictionary for the iPhone generation. 

The secret of the game's appeal is that you can draw 
whatever you want. That gives it an edge over the other big 
games of our time —Angry Birds , Call of Duty: Modern Warfare 
3, etc.—because it lets you express your personality and, when 
words like booty come up, your twisted imagination. While a 
kid might draw pirate treasure, adults might sketch something 
more lascivious. 

Although only some of the clues are double entendres, 
there are websites devoted to Draw Something porn (like Draw 
Something Dirty). As one player joked in a tweet, "I played 
Draw Something for a bout two days, then I remembered I could 
masturbate." 

When a game is monopolizing people's masturbation time, 
you know it's a hit. Released without fanfare for iPhones and 
Androids in February, Draw Something became the biggest 
overnight sensation in recent gaming history. In its first couple 
of months, players downloaded it more than 50 million times, 
generating hundreds of thousands of dollars a day for Draw 
Something's maker, OMGPOP—impressive booty for a game 
that cost less than six figures to make. In fact, six weeks after 
the game came out, OMGPOP—which had been on the verge 
of going out of business, another start-up tech firm headed 
quietly down the -toilet—was bought by Zynga, the onetime 
video game publishing behemoth, for $210 million. There's 
even a TV show in development based on the game. 

In the beginning, the stratospheric rise of Draw Something 
was thought to epitomize the new gold rush that's turning 
mobile-game developers such as Dan Porter, Draw Something's 
unlikely creator, into titans. Porter had one thing to tell the 
jealous game makers who disparaged his sudden success. 
"We're fucking making money," he said with a devilish grin when 
I interviewed him in April. "We're making a lot of money. We're 
the hottest company in tech. I'm like, 'Dude, we're destroying 
you!"' 

But with so much money at stake, and so many players 
grabbing for it, today's rising star can burn out tomorrow. And 
by summer, gamers were asking if Porter would eat his words. 

Striking it big in video games is one of the most contemporary 
of American dreams. With nothing more than a cool idea and 
computer code, a geek in a hoodie can make hundreds of 
millions. The dream of technologically inclined college grads 
used to be to work in movies or on Wall Street. Today? Young 
adults out of Ivy League schools dream of hitting it big working 
in their basements. 

The dream began in the early 1970s when Nolan Bushnell, 
a gangly young Mormon from Utah, launched the first great 
American video game company, Atari. Over the next decade— 
which became known as the Golden Age of Video Games—home 
and arcade hits from Donkey Kong to Defender seeded Pac-Man 
fever among the next generation of players. 

With the personal computer boom in the 1990s, intrepid 
coders rose to power by making and distributing games over 
the nascent Internet. Start-ups such as id Software (creator 
of the seminal first-person shooters Doom and Quake) and 
Epic Games (maker of action hits Unreal and Gears of War) 
proved they could compete with the Nintendos of the world. 
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IN THE BOOM-AND-BUST BILLION-DOLLAR 
CELLPHONE VIDEO GAME BUSINESS, 
TODAY'S CINDERELLA STORY IS TOMORROW'S 
OLD NEWS. MEET THE PLAYERS— THE 
WINNERS AND THE -LOSERS—IN THE MOST 
HIGH- STAKES GAMING BATTLE OF ALL TIME 









































As id Software co-founder and self-made 
millionaire John Carmack once told me, "In the 
information age, the barriers just aren't there. 
The barriers are self-imposed. If you want to set 
off and go develop some grand new thing, you 
don't need millions of dollars of capitalization. 
You need enough pizza and Diet Coke to stick in 
your refrigerator, a cheap PC to work on, and 
the dedication to go through with it." 

The pizza and Cokes are paying off more than 
ever today but not in the way the major video 
game companies expected. Now that we're all 
living our lives on Smartphones, game playing 
is migrating from our Xboxes and Wiis to our 
iPhones and Androids. According to a March 
2012 report by the NPD Group, a market research 
firm, traditional video game sales dropped 
25 percent, to $1.1 billion, compared with a year 
earlier. Even Nintendo, the most-storied console 
maker in history, is taking a hit, with more than 
$500 million in losses in its latest fiscal year—its 
first reported loss in 30 years. Meanwhile, annual 
revenue from mobile games is projected to more 
than triple, from $5 billion today to $16 billion by 
2016. 

When people first began talking about the 
new mobile-gaming gold rush, all conversation 
came back to the elephant in the room—or 
rather the big red bird in the room. Angry Birds, 
the game that forged the market, flew in from 


out of nowhere (Espoo, Finland) three years 
ago to perch atop the iTunes charts. Despite 
its absurd premise—slinging birds at pigs—the 
game has become the go-to finger fix for cell 
phone addicts. The title has been downloaded 
more than a billion times and generated more 
than $100 million last year for its creator, Rovio, 
which, worth an estimated $9 billion, is now in 
the ranks of Finland's most-valued companies, 
alongside Nokia. 

With that kind of money at stake, aspiring 
game developers have one question on their 
minds: How do they make the next Angry Birds, 
when odds are they're just going to lay an egg? 

There are a couple of things you notice when 
you walk into the Manhattan offices where Draw 
Something was developed. The first is the big red 
foam numero uno fingers with the word Zynga 
printed on the side. One morning this spring, 
the Zynga fingers were everywhere inside this 
bright, airy loft in SoHo. They were tacked to 
cubicles where 60-some employees pecked 
diligently at computers. They were resting on big 
red beanbags and piled on red and white pom¬ 
poms. There was plenty of celebrating going on 
after OMGPOP sold to Zynga. At the time the sale 
went down, Zynga was the gold standard of social 
gaming companies—the in crowd. 

The other thing you notice is that each of the 
conference rooms is dedicated to a drug dealer 


on The Wire , the classic HBO drama. The name 
of the dealer, along with a memorable quote, 
appears near each door. There's Mario ("I wasn't 
made to play the son") and Prop Joe ("The shit is 
just business. Buy for a dollar, sell for two"). 

Though Dan Porter, a clean-cut 46-year-old 
in jeans and a polo shirt, looks more like Greg 
Focker than Avon Barksdale, he sells video 
games like the guys sell crack on The Wire. 
"That's where I learned everything in business," 
he says. Like what? The $210 million man smiles 
and quotes the line outside the Omar conference 
room: "It's all in the game, yo." 

Porter never expected to be in the game 
at all. Growing up in Philadelphia, he wasn't 
a computer geek and couldn't code a lick. His 
video game experience was limited to playing 
Defender at the local bowling alley. But what 
he lacked in programming skills he made up for 
in entrepreneurial hustle. After college, Porter 
helped launch Teach for America, a national 
teacher corps, and led TicketWeb, a ticket-sales 
site that he helped sell to Ticketmaster for more 
than $35 million. 

Porter was working for Richard Branson, 
owner of Virgin, on a series of music festivals 
when he met Charles Forman, a programmer 
who'd been running a fledgling dating site with 
the clunky name I'm in Like With You. Porter, 
intrigued by the success of online games, came 
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onboard in 2008 as CEO to transform Forman's 
outfit into a game company, which they redubbed 
-OMGPOP because it sounded contemporary and 
cool. "I wanted to call it WTFMOM, but it turned 
out that was a porn site," Porter says. 

OMGPOP scored $17 million in funding, butthe 
company's games—including Puppy World and 
Hamster Battle— never got out of the doghouse. 
Forman left the company, leaving Porter in charge. 
Porter had heard the stories about start-ups like 
Rovio and Zynga making millions on mobile and 
social games. If they could do it, why not him? "I 
was like, I want to make a game," he recalls. "I'm 
not a game designer, but I played all these games 
on an iPhone. I kind of understood what makes 
games work: the rhythm, the pacing, the sense of 
fun, the way they mess with your mind." 

Mess with your mind, indeed. The best cell 
phone games give you something to fill your 
micro-slices of downtime—riding the subway, 
waiting in a checkout line. You don't have to 
read pages of instructions to play; you can jump 
in and know intuitively what to do. Swipe your 
finger here, tap the screen there. Unlike Grand 
Theft Auto or Mass Effect , a great mobile game is 
designed to be played in brief intervals, delivering 
a little dopamine hit that sates you until you can 
play again. "You always feel like you want to take 
one more crack at solving the problem," Porter 
says. 

In this sense, cell phone games like Angry Birds 
and Doodle Jump hark back to the first golden age 
of arcades, when playing, say, Space Invaders was 
as simple as moving your ship and shooting. You 
don't need to memorize a million combo moves 
on your Xbox controller. The secret is to divine the 
old adage about what makes a game compelling, 
whether it's chess or Cut the Rope: It needs to be 
easy to learn but difficult to master. 

Few have mastered the formula better, or seen 
a bigger payoff, than Jason Kapalka, co-founder 
of the Seattle-based developer PopCap. The 
company's pioneering puzzle game, Bejeweled, 
defined fingertip candy for a new generation. The 
object is to line up a series of brightly colored gems 
that vanish with a satisfying sparkle, only to be 
replaced by more. 

PopCap presaged the mobile boom by targeting 
casual gamers—moms and bored -secretaries—on 
the Web. But the company was still struggling. 
"We knew an audience was big but was very hard 
to reach," Kapalka says. Then smartphones came 
along. "Now non-gamers have devices that can 
easily access games," Kapalka says. "That caused 
this enormous explosion." Bejeweled went on 
to sell more than 50 million copies, and in July 
2011 PopCap sold to video game publishing giant 
Electronic Arts for $750 million. (Though PopCap 
sold for more than OMGPOP, its rise was not nearly 
as immediate.) 

As Porter knew, PopCap wasn't the only 
company striking it rich in the new golden age of 
gaming. Last summer Keith Shepherd and Natalia 
Luckyanova, a young husband-and-wife team 
in Raleigh, North Carolina, became overnight 
sensations with their hit mobile game Temple 
Run. Inspired by the opening scene of Raiders 
of the Lost Ark, the action game casts you as 
an adventurer running away from freaky beasts 
after stealing a temple idol. 

Released in August 2011, Temple Run has 
been downloaded more than 100 million times, 
and it made its creators instant millionaires. 
"There have been a lot of people banging down 
the door and wanting to talk to us," Luckyanova 
says, "companies wanting to acquire us, venture 
companies wanting to invest, which is great but a 


little crazy." Shepherd still can't grasp his unusual 
success. "To see people playing the game in 
public, on the Metro or at a bar, is a little mind- 
blowing," he says. As for the money, Shepherd 
plans to treat himself soon. "I got my eyes on 
some fancy rides," he says. 

With games like Temple Run and Bejeweled 
paying off for their creators, Porter wanted his 
shot at fame and fortune. "I wanted to make a 
game that was played by everyone," he says. And 
crazily enough, he did. 

• 

Late last year Porter was visiting a friend who 
worked at a hip-hop record label. He had come to 
show off progress on his new game, which he'd 
been working on since June. The game was Draw 
Something, a new version of a title the company 
had released on the Web with moderate success 
a couple of years earlier. His friends were 
skeptical. "They were like, 'Yeah, yeah,'" he says. 
"They described it as my Ahab moment." 

The original title, Draw My Thing, was a bit 
like an online game show: Players took turns 
drawing pictures that others online had to be the 
first to guess. Porter thought that bringing that 
kind of Pictionary- 1 ike social experience to mobile 
games would be unique and addictive. As with all 
game development, this one evolved by trial and 
error. Initially, to play the game you had to draw 
something based on a choice of three different 
words, then the other person had to type out a 
best guess. But as Porter watched his buddy try 
to guess the picture he had drawn, something 
wasn't clicking. 

"It's a bong!" the guy said. "A joint! Weed!" 

Actually, it was supposed to be a flower in a 
vase. But it wasn't Porter's lackluster drafting skills 
that bummed him out. The game wasn't working. 
Typing out words on a phone was annoying, and 
the virtual keypad would pop up and cover half 
the screen. Players needed to be able to choose 
answers that were less open-ended. A successful 
cell phone game had to have, as Porter put it, "the 
right form"—a sleek, organic way of cramming 
everything into the screen space without 
confusing the player. Porter went to the best place 
for brainstorming—the streets of New York City. 
He walked around the block until it hit him: tiles. 
To help ground players, he would show scrambled 
letter tiles belowthe drawing to help them narrow 
the possible answers. 

Keeping things simple was a mandate. 
Throughout the development, Porter kept trying 
to put himself in the mind of an elderly player. "If 
an 80-year-old person can figure it out, everyone 
can figure it out," he says. He knew that the best 
party games are inherently funny (e.g., beer pong 
or drunken charades). For Draw Something to get 
people talking, and laughing, he wanted players 
to try to draw things that were contemporary 
(say "Wu-Tang" or " Hunger Games") and open 
to interpretation ("wet" or "facial"). The game 
needed to appeal to both sexes as well, and the 
best way to do that was to make something that 
wasn't just fun but also flirty. 

"I thought, This game has to be a way for boys 
in high school to flirt with girls in high school," he 
recalls, and he was dead serious. Porter felt that 
young people especially needed a more playful 
way to flirt than texting, which can feel loaded at 
times. A drawing game could be innocuous but 
sexy too. "It gives you something to talk about," 
he says. 

The other question was: How could someone 
win the game? The answer came to Porter one 
afternoon when he was watching his son and 
a friend play catch in the park. At one point, 


Porter's wife told the kids she'd take them for 
ice cream if they reached 1,000 catches. "That's 
it!" he thought. Rather than compete against 
one another, Draw Something gamers could play 
cooperatively, working together to reach the 
longest possible streak of correct answers. 

By February 2012, Draw Something was 
complete. To make a blockbuster video game like 
Call of Duty, a company can spend -blockbuster- 
film-style money: $100 million easily, with a 
team of 150 people. A team of five made Draw 
Something. 

There was just one problem—OMGPOP was 
going under. The company had burned through 
its $17 million in funding, and Porter was in the 
unenviable position of having to let good people 
go. "I felt terrible," he says. When the investors 
suggested he raise another round of funding, 
Porter declined. 

"Look," he said, "we're in the business of 
making games. If we can't make games, then 
I don't want more money just for the sake of 
staying alive. I feel good about this game. Let's 
see what happens." 

The investors eyed him from across the table. 
"This game is all or nothing for you," they said. 

"I bet it all on this game in that sense," Porter 
says. "I was like, Holy shit, this might be the last 
game we ever make." 

He began freaking out. What the fuck was 
he doing? He was gambling the future of his 
company. To keep from going nuts, he began 
waking up at six every morning to meditate and 
chill. 

On an early February morning, Porter got up 
before sunrise, shut his eyes and visualized the 
best. Then he took the subway to the office and 
uploaded Draw Something. 

• 

At the time, if you wanted to cash in on 
the mobile-game gold rush, you had to get the 
attention of Zynga. Founded by Mark Pincus and 
named for his late dog, Zynga has had a market 
capas high as$9 billion. It was builton thesuccess 
of social and mobile games such as FarmVille, 
CityVille and Zynga Poker. When I visited the 
company's San Francisco headquarters in April, it 
was like arriving at Willy Wonka's factory. Visitors 
walk through a neon light tunnel to get inside, 
where some of the 1,700 employees play Ping 
Pong and vintage arcade games. 

There's a "Zyngabago" motor home parked 
insideand afull barforFriday happy hour. Marvin 
Gaye's "Sexual Healing" is blasting throughout 
the cafe, and the lobby rises six stories, revealing 
the exposed-pipe ceiling. This is the house that 
video games built, and Zynga built it, in part, by 
acquiring game developers looking to cash in. 
One of the biggest scores was Newtoy, a small 
Texas-based start-up run by two brothers, David 
and Paul Bettner. The Bettner brothers scored 
big with their Scrabble-style phenomenon 
Words With Friends. Zynga purchased Newtoy in 
December 2010 for $53 million. David Bettner 
described joining the behemoth as "strapping a 
rocket booster on our back." 

But with thousands of new games released 
online every month, how could a little gamer with 
a big dream get noticed by the big dog? Travis 
Boatman, senior vice president of mobile for 
Zynga, distills his strategy to three key words: free, 
accessible and social. "When you can play a game 
with everybody, that's a very broad game; that 
really resonates with our company," he says. And 
there was no game being played by everybody like 
this little drawing game from New York. 

(To be continued to page 101) 


PLAYBOY 2013 / MARCH 4? 












"I didn't even know what PLAYBOY was at that time, I think I just cut ayokong makitafc" she explained. growing up even going so far as 

it out from somewhere just to make [the collage] look like the cover And in order to overcome that to wear boyish clothes and an 

of a magazine," she said. It was also on that very same wall, she feeling she turned to modeling. extremely short haircut. "Mukha 

added, that she put up a photo of the world with a plane flying over "A lot of people used to ask me talaga akong lalake nun, yung 

it. Last year, she found herself living in Denmark for three months to pose for them, so naisip ko, buhok ko siete-siete pa nga," she 

living as an au pair. "Maybe it's a magic wall," she laughed. baka may nakikita sila na hindi ko exclaimed. So it shouldn't come 

The PLAYBOY photo shoot and the Denmark sojourn are clear nakikita. as a surprise then that Miss March 

indications of the type of girl that Zen is -adventurous, daring, and So one day, I just said "Yes" and is a self-confessed bisexual. "I've 

a lover of all things hot and thrilling. "The more I fear something, the next thing you know, I'm posing dated men, I've dated women. But 

the more I want to do it. I think that's my way of overcoming it," for PLAYBOY." I find that I'm still mostly drawn to 

she said. Take her photo shoot, for instance. "I actually used to be This was always a wonder to women kasi mas malambing sila," 

camera shy. Tuwing may nagpapa-picture nga, gumigilid ako kasi her because she was a real tomboy And guys? "I'm a selfish lover. So I 
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"Rooftops. Definitely rooftops," she 
smiled. 

Nowadays, Zen occupies herself 
with more modeling gigs as well 
as her newly-opened computer 
shop. She also waitresses on the 
side at Hooters. "I've always been 
business minded and I wanted to 
do something to help the family, 
especially my brothers so I put up 
the funds for the computer shop, 
para naman may ginagawa sila," 


need to be the one who's pleasured 
first. A guy who can do that for me 
would impress me. " 

You might also want to get in 
touch with your exhibitionist side 
since Zen's biggest fantasy is to do 
it in open places. "I once dated 
a guy and we went to Boracay. 
People were passing by and they 
didn't even know we were doing it 
on the beach. It was very thrilling," 
she gushed. So, where next? 


she said. 

Travelling is in Zen's mind for 
her future. Someday she'd love 
to go back to Denmark. "People 
are so nice there and everything is 
so clean," she remembers. In the 
meantime, she'd like to concentrate 
on modeling. "Modeling to me is 
a wonderful learning experience. 
When I'm doing it, time flies, so I 
know I'm enjoying it." H 


"THE MORE I FEAR 
SOMETHING, THE MORE 
I WANT TO DO IT.M 
THINK THAT'S MY 
WAY OF OVERCOMING 
IT," SHE SAID. "I 
ACTUALLY USED TO BE 
CAMERA SHY. 
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Two aliens out in space were looking down on our planet. The first alien 
said, "It seems the dominant life-forms on Earth have developed satellite- 
based weapons." 

The second alien asked, "Are they an emerging intelligence?" 

"I don't think so," the first responded. "They have the weapons aimed 
at themselves." 

A man on a business trip went to a singles bar, approached two ladies 
and offered each of them $200 to spend the night with him. One girl 
stormed out in a rage, but the other remained cool, calm and collected. 

I have to come clean," a guy said to his girlfriend. "While we've been 
dating, I've been secretly seeing a psychiatrist." 

"No worries," she said. "I've been secretly seeing a lawyer, a car 
salesman and two airline pilots." 


W hen a man found out his rich father was on his deathbed, he went 
to a bar, hoping to find a beautiful woman he could begin to spoil. "I may 
look like just an ordinary man," he said to a woman who could have passed 
as a model, "but in just a week or two my father will die and I'll inherit $20 
million." 

Impressed, the woman went home with him that evening. Three days 
later she became his stepmother. 

Doc, my wife has lost her voice," a man told his physician. "What should I 
do to help her get it back?" 

The doctor replied, "Try coming home drunk at three in the morning." 

A little boy hurt his finger and ran into the house to show his mother: 
"Oh," she said, "let me get a Band-Aid for that." 

"No!" cried the boy. "Cider!" 

"Cider?" the mother asked. "What on earth do you want cider for?" 
"Because," he explained, "Sis says whenever she gets a prick in her 
hand, she likes to put it in a cider." 


A cop pulled over a man who was driving a car filled with penguins. 

"Sir," the officer said to the driver, "you can't have all these penguins in 
your car! You must take them to the zoo right now." 

The man agreed and the cop let him go. 

The next day the cop pulled over the same man with the same 
penguins in his car. When he approached the vehicle he noticed the 
penguins were wearing sunglasses. 

"Sir," the officer said. "I distinctly remember telling you yesterday to 
take these penguins to the zoo." 

"I did," the man said. "Today we're going to the beach." 

A man went to a doctor for a simple vasectomy. When he awoke after 
the procedure the doctor was standing over him with a worried look. "I 
have some bad news," the doctor said. "I completely botched your surgery, 
and we had to go ahead and give you a full sex change. You now have a 
vagina." 

"Oh my God," the man said. "So you mean to tell me I will never 
experience another erection for as long as I live?" 

"Oh, you will experience an erection," the doctor said, "just not yours." 


What 's the difference between the government and the Mafia? 

One of them is organized. 

A man and a woman were arguing about which gender enjoys sex the 
most. "Men obviously enjoy sex more," the man said. "Why do you think 
were so obsessed with getting laid?" 

"Well," replied the woman, "think about this: When your ear itches 
and you put your finger in it and wiggle it around, which feels better, your 
finger or your ear?" 
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NOTEVERYONEWOULDKNOWTHATTHESPY-WITH-AMNESIACHARACTERWOULDPROPELMATTDAMON, 
ON EOF HOLLYWOOD'SMOSTBANKABLESTARSTODAY,CLOSERTOTHE FILIPI NOCONSCIOUSNESS. AFTER 
ALL, EVEN IFITWASJEREMYRENNERWHOPLAYEDTHE STARRING ROLE IN THE BOURNE LEGACY, HE HAS 
HIS IMPRINTALLOVERSO MUCH SOTHATWHENTHE MOVIE LEFTITSMARKASSEQUENCESWERESHOTIN 
THEBUZZLING,BAZAAR-LIKESTREETSOFMANILAWHILEGENERATINGBILLIONSWORLDWIDEDURINGAND 
AFTER ITS PREMI ER,THEEARLIERBOl//?/V£MOVIES HAVE BEEN INTERTWIN ED WITH HIM, EVEN PRODDING 
MOVIE-GOERS TO REMEMBER HIM MORE THAN HIS ALTER-ACTOR. 


ctor, screenwriter, producer, 
and philanthropist are just 
among the few that now 
defines manly sexiness in 
its Adonis-like image of 
Hollywood's reinvention of 
masculine poetic beauty. 
Matthew Paige "Matt" 

Damon ranks high among the 
romanticized imagery of social philosophy and 
social program wrapped in the ambivalent 
moving pictures of movies portraying American 
realities in various social strata all captured in 
the streets of Manila. 

In his search for the ultimate or near 
ultimate or meaning of things, Matt Damon, 
Hollywoods once-in-a-lifetime gem brings a 
sudden turnaround to the usual fame-crazed 
movie stars to lead a formidable cast of Ocean's 
realistic presentation of gigantic human 
struggles encapsulated in dramatic fashion 
reminiscent of scenes in Saving Private Ryan. 

Notwithstanding his own European heritage, 
Damon represents the American Dream with 
a different twist. His search for the answers 
to questions like "why", the "wherefrom", the 
"wherefore" and the "whereto" of things brings 
to light the essence of Bourne's search for his 
real identity - that of a lost personality defined 


only by his own chosen purpose amidst raging 
battles waged to win an all-important war. 

Just like in his movies, Damon cut across 
genre and race to acquaint people of the harsh 
truths - absolute truths - through paradigm 
shifts that engulf the paramount values, ideals, 
and aspirations that every person would willingly 
embrace by setting down the ends, the aims, 
the means, the blueprint, and the plan, the 
action, the process and procedures, by which 
aspirations are intended to be accomplished. 

A combination of charm and moving picture 
heroics, Matt Damon is a persona like no other. 
Just like in his Academy award winning movies, 
Good Will Hunting and Saving Private Ryan, he 
is not your everyday Hollywood actor as he will 
always find a way to surprise you. 

Matt Damon has gone full circles from taking 
cameo roles to his critically-acclaimed career 
launch in Good Will Hunting to the riveting 
Bourne Trilogy. His was a Hollywood career 
path written in the stars. As for his plans for the 
future, Damon remains positive that he will be 
able to duplicate the strings of successes he had 
so far achieved. 

2013 offers a fresh start and more successes 
to the ever rejuvenated Damon. Sprinting his 
way to more accomplishments much like his 
favorite workout regimen, he set to showcase 


new movies that will present much social 
relevance given the plots they undertake. 

In true Damon fashion, Matt is set to get 
back to the big screen with equally unsettling 
movie flicks that present unsettling plots and 
controversial viewpoints with some political 
overtones. Leading the list this 2013 is Damon's 
Promised Land where he plays the role of a gas 
company salesman trying to lease gas drilling 
rights in Pennsylvania where the practice has 
become common and Elysium, his upcoming 
science fiction movie set in the 2159 post- 
apocalyptic Earth. An orbiting space station for 
the wealthy and the healthy, Damon attempts to 
bring equality to these polarized worlds while he 
picks up the pieces of his own torn life. 

Completing his three-fold blockbuster 
run would be the Liberace movie Behind the 
Candelabra, where he plays the role of a gay 
lover opposite Hollywood legend Michael 
Douglas with whom he will share a lot of on¬ 
screen kisses. No wonder a lot of pundits are 
setting their "gay-dar" to auto-detect. But more 
than what critics think since he would normally 
say no to nudity, Damon is simply being himself 
- the versatile and artistic Matt who sees it like 
a "football plan." 

(BY BHENJAR TOOR) 



by Stephen Rebello 

PLAYBOY INTERVIEW MATT DAMON 

A candid conversation with the nice-guy movie star about being a neurotic, 
fearful action hero, dodging the paparazzi and trying to do good 


A mong Hollywood's tiny circle of leading men, Matt 
Damon is considered a quiet giant. In a look-at-me 
industry he's a stealth star ; at least compared with 
Leonardo DiCaprio, George Clooney or Tom Cruise- 
free from rumors, personal spinouts and scandals, 
fiercely guarded about his personal life, wary of 
self-promotion and constitutionally allergic to showy 
moves on-screen and off, Damon is rumored to have earned as 
much as $20 million a film. In the past decade he has aligned 
himself with such directing heavyweights as Martin Scorsese 
(The Departed), Joel and Ethan Coen (True Grit), Clint Eastwood 
(Invictus, Hereafter), Cameron Crowe (We Bought a Zoo) and 
Steven Soderbergh (The Informant, Contagion and three Ocean's 
caper flicks). He created a definitive franchise hero in Jason Bourne, 
the -memory-challenged ex-CIA assassin, in three spy adventures 
that have hauled in $945 million globally, mightily contributing to 
Damon's worldwide career box-office take of just over $5 billion. 
Obviously he ranks high in the exclusive club of Forbes's 10 most 
bankable stars, with a net worth of $65 million. 

Damon is a big wheel but not a squeaky one. He's been that 
way since he broke through the ranks of other good-looking, 
struggling actors by starring in 1997's Good Will Hunting, which 
he co-wrote with his longtime friend Ben Affleck. They won a best 
original screenplay Oscar for their script. Dubbed Hollywood's 
new Cinderella boy, he snagged the coveted title roles in Saving 
Private Ryan for Steven Spielberg and The Talented Mr. Ripley for 
Anthony Minghella and, on his nights off, squired Minnie Driver 
and Winona Ryder. But when he tied the knot in 2005, it was to a 
civilian, Luciana Barroso, a bartender he'd met two years earlier 
while filming Stuck on You in Miami Beach. Today, raising three 
daughters, ages six, four and two, and one stepdaughter, 14, 
Damon looks and acts the very picture of responsible domesticity 


and contentment, a wet blanket for heat-seeking paparazzi. 

Like his friends George Clooney and Brad Pitt, he wins 
admiration—and ignores -ridicule—as a smart do-gooder for 
philanthropic works such as Water.org, an organization he 
co-founded in 2009 with Gary White that helps clean-water- 
impoverished communities improve their methods and sanitation 
facilities from the ground up. His political inclinations inform 
his work as well. Damon is about to be seen with John Krasin ski 
in Promised Land, a Gus Van Sant-directed tale about an on- 
the-ropes American community facing the prospect of utility- 
company fracking (Damon and Krasin ski co-wrote the screenplay). 
HBO viewers will see him as the longtime lover of flamboyant 
entertainer Liberace (played by Michael Douglas) in a film directed 
by Soderbergh. And just to round out the year ; Damon heads back 
into bare-knuckled action mode in the $85 million science fiction 
thriller Elysium, in which the rich live on a magnificent space 
station while the have-nots scrabble for crumbs on decimated 
planet Earth. 

We sent Contributing Editor Stephen Rebello, who last 
interviewed James Franco for PLAYBOY, to talk with Damon in 
Manhattan. He reports: "I hadn't seen Matt Damon since we last 
talked for PLAYBOY in Chicago in 2004. Knowing he can be friendly 
but dodgy about personal stuff in interviews, I secretly hoped our 
suite would be stocked with a supply of tall cold beers as it was 
last time. I needn't have worried. This time Damon, looking fit and 
15 years younger than his 42 years, was much more open. The 
same appears to be happening on-screen. In a couple of his new 
movies, beneath Damon's charm and likability is a new rawness, 
a vulnerability—the kind that portends an even longer, rewarding 
career. In conversation he was funny, smart, impassioned and 
about as 'regular' a world-class movie star as one could ever hope 
to know." 


PLAYBOY: Since we spoke in 2004 
you've worked nonstop, married 
and had three daughters, along 
with a stepdaughter, with Luciana 
Barroso, kept active politically and 
philanthropically and—probably 
most important to -moviegoers— 
become an action star in the 
Bourne franchise. With Jeremy 
Renner starring in last summer's 
The Bourne Legacy, are you 
-officially done with Bourne? 
DAMON: The thing that drove 
Bourne, the deepest source of his 
angst and anguish, what made him 
interesting, was the fact that he 
didn't have his memory. By the end 
of the last one we did, he has his 
memory back. When he knows who 
he is and where he's going, there's 
not much left for me to play. He's 
just an utterly efficient machine, 
and when he's in only that mode- 
some of us involved with those 
movies refer to him as "Mission: 
Bourne"—it's fun to watch for a 
little while, but I don't know if you 
can watch that for a whole movie. 


PLAYBOY: Wait, that sounds like a 
review of The Bourne Legacy. 
DAMON: Jeremy Renner is a terrific 
actor. I love everything he does. I 
have not seen the movie yet, but it 
isn't in protest or anything. When it 
came out last summer, I was filming 
a movie about Liberace right up to 
the end of August. We then had 
to rush back to New York, where 
we live, so we could get the kids 
settled and into school. 

PLAYBOY: In The Bourne Legacy, 
the rules established by your 
Bourne trilogy are switched up. For 
example, Renner's character is one 
of a series of genetically enhanced 
operatives who require regular 
doses of little pills—or things get 
ugly. 

DAMON: You know what? They 
might have taken the Bourne series 
out back and shot it in the head. 

If that's the end of it, that's just 
the end of it. I hope not. I love the 
character and the three movies we 
did, so I'd love to figure out a way 
to do another one. I'm going to talk 


to [director] Paul Greengrass about 
it. But I know what you mean about 
the rules and differences, because 
if they were to put Jason Bourne 
and Jeremy's character together in 
a movie, would those rules, like the 
pills, have to apply in Jason Bourne's 
world? Frankly, though, I don't see 
those characters teaming up with 
anybody. 

PLAYBOY: You've said you're not 
a Bond movie fan, and you've 
called the James Bond character 
"misogynistic," "repulsive" and 
other choice terms. Do you find 
it ironic that the Bond movies 
starring Daniel Craig have been 
influenced by the gritty action 
style of the Bourne movies? 
DAMON: The Bond movies have 
kind of bent more toward Bourne, 
but from the reviews I've read, 
this last Bourne bent a little more 
toward Bond. By the way, I never 
signed up for three Bourne movies. 

I signed up for them one at a time. 
PLAYBOY: Why was that? 

DAMON: I'd been on action-movie 


sets where people were just sitting 
around waiting for hours for 
explosions to be wired. People said 
I was a surprising choice for the 
part, but the truth is, I didn't know 
if I would want to do it or want to 
continue to do it or if I even had 
the patience to do it. 

PLAYBOY: You, Daniel Craig 
and Tom Cruise in his Mission: 
Impossible movies are the kings of 
the big-budget spy-thriller franchise 
world. For a Bourne or any other 
movie, would you do some of 
the daredevil stunts Cruise did in, 
say, Mission: Impossible—Ghost 
Protocol, such as climbing up and 
down that 160-story skyscraper in 
Dubai? 

DAMON: Seeing Tom Cruise 
running down the side of that 
building was the most incredible 
thing. I went, "Okay, you win. 

You are the greatest of all time." 

He didn't just appear to do it for 
the movie; he actually did that. I, 
literally, could never do that. 
PLAYBOY: What else scares you? 
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DAMON: I learned that I am 
afraid of heights. When I was 
doing Syriana, they arranged 
for my wife, Lucy, and me to go 
up to watch the sunset over the 
Arabian Peninsula from the top of 
that seven-star Dubai hotel that's 
shaped like a sail, the Burj Al Arab. 
So we go to the very top—60 
stories or something—we're given 
champagne, and we go, "Oh my 
God, this is great." But as I started 
to walk toward the edge, my legs 
locked up. I was absolutely frozen. 

I completely jumped my neocortex 
and went straight to this primal, 
full lizard-brain fear state. Lucy was 
walking all around the edge, while 
I was about to collapse from fear. 
She thought it was hysterical. 
PLAYBOY: Scarlett Johansson 


that night I woke up probably four 
times gasping for breath, thinking 
I was drowning. It was terrible. 
When you make movies, you end 
up being trained to do really weird 
things you don't do anywhere else. 
PLAYBOY: Have you ever talked 
with a professional about how to 
conquer fear? 

DAMON: When I was in Mexico 
City filming Elysium, I had a 
conversation with one of the 
bodyguards they hired for me. 

He's one of our special forces guys 
who was in the Army's Operational 
Detachment Alpha. They've 
trained and have been fighting 
for 10 straight years and are now 
the best; they've pushed it to 
another level. After every combat 
experience, every traumatic event, 


these incredibly inhumane things. 
You wouldn't see Rambo sitting 
down and having these types of 
conversations, but that's exactly 
what these real guys do. 

PLAYBOY: Do people always 
expect you to be in freakishly good 
physical condition in your real life? 
DAMON: I don't have much time 
between work, parenting and other 
pursuits I'm involved in, but I lift 
weights. If somebody's around to 
box with, I can hit the focus pads, 
but I haven't done that in a while. 

I used to jog a lot, but now I'll do 
maybe one long run a week, or I'll 
do sprints. 

PLAYBOY: Has being a husband 
and father made you more aware 
of your vulnerability? 

DAMON: I don't know, but Lucy 


turn into mini versions of yourself? 
DAMON: I would throw blazing 
temper tantrums as a kid—my 
parents worried about me. I 
remember being so angry that 
I saw red, and no amount of 
encouragement, love or hugging 
would get me out of that. It just has 
to burn out. I've seen my kids get 
to that point where you can't get 
through to them. The only reason 
I can get through those moments 
is because I remember what it 
feels like to be in that situation. 

On the other hand, there's a great 
thing that comes along with being 
stubborn and obsessive, which is 
a passion for life. Things matter 
to you. Whatever work you end 
up doing matters to you. That has 
brought me so much joy even I'm 



kidded you in the press for being 
squeamish about snakes when you 
two did scenes with reptiles in We 
Bought a Zoo. 

DAMON: I had to be assured none 
of the snakes bit. Scarlett was 
totally cool with handling them. I 
warmed up to it, but it took time. 
One of the scariest things I've ever 
had to do was the underwater 
scene in the second Bourne movie, 
where the car goes into the river 
and I've lost the love of my life. I 
didn't want to do that at all. So I 
wouldn't be constantly aware of 
how scared I am of drowning, I 
had to go to a pool with this great 
stunt guy and dive master a couple 
of times a week for a month or so 
to train me to relax underwater 
without an oxygen mask and with 
a blindfold and, later, to do simple 
tasks underwater like tying a shoe. 
PLAYBOY: Did the training take? 
DAMON: After we shot for one day, 


these guys talk to a therapist. There 
was a problem with the first group 
of Alpha guys. You'd ask them, 
"How does it feel to see your son?" 
They'd go, "It feels okay." "How 
does it feel to shoot somebody in 
the face?" "It feels okay." 

PLAYBOY: So they're almost numb 
from the stress and trauma they've 
sustained? 

DAMON: They found that if you 
don't deal with trauma, it cripples 
you, and the next time you're in 
that situation, it's even worse. 
Processing it, talking it out with 
a professional who knows how 
to help, almost serves as an 
inoculation. So these special forces 
guys are now absolutely cool under 
fire. They're not detached; they're 
highly emotional, connected, 
unbelievably engaged and have 
a deep understanding of what's 
going on. They're able to hang 
on to their humanity and do 


and the girls can definitely bring 
me to my knees. They just know. 

My wife gives me shit because 
it's harder for me to discipline my 
girls, probably because they're 
girls. With boys, I could relate more 
and it would probably be easier. 
Growing up, girls are so mysterious 
to us. Even as a grown man, they 
remain mysterious. 

PLAYBOY: What personal traits of 
yours do you hope your kids don't 
inherit? 

DAMON: My kids came into 
the world with a kind of hyper 
obsessiveness and stubbornness 
that I know I have. I've always been 
competitive. I used to be out-of- 
control competitive, like when I 
was playing games, maybe because 
I grew up with my brother, Kyle, 
who is three years older. I was 
always smaller, and it was harder 
for me to win. 

PLAYBOY: When do your kids most 


willing to be a little obsessive about 
it. 

PLAYBOY: With your stepdaughter, 
Alexia, now a young teen and 
probably about to date sooner 
rather than later, do you think you 
might be a tough father to deal 
with? 

DAMON: Alexia is a terrific girl, 
sensible and with good taste 
in music, like the Beatles and 
Coldplay—good taste in everything. 
I'm more worried about some of 
our younger daughters, [loughs] 
When you grow up, you know what 
your parents did to you. After you 
become a parent, you know what 
your parents felt like when they 
did what they did. It's funny; I feel I 
know my parents more now. 
PLAYBOY: What are fans most likely 
to ask you to autograph? 

DAMON: Pictures of the puppet 
of me from Team America: World 
Police. I always write "Maaaat 
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Damon/' like they say it in the 
movie. 

PLAYBOY: What do you absolutely 
refuse to sign? 

DAMON: I've never had a woman 
say, "Sign my ass," but I've drawn 
the line at autographing women's 
skin. 

PLAYBOY: How does your wife deal 
with fans who become aggressive 
or flirtatious around you? 

DAMON: The people who are crazy 
enough to throw themselves at you 
tend to be so young that I'd be way 
too old for them. The ones who 
are slicker are probably interested 
in somebody else anyway. Besides, 
the narrative about me kind of 
goes, "He's a boring married guy," 
which is great, because I don't get 
any of that other stuff like Brad 
Pitt and George Clooney do. Lucy 
doesn't have to worry anyway. 
PLAYBOY: You met 10 years ago. 
Why is this relationship better than 
the others? 

DAMON: This is the first 
relationship I've had that wasn't 
like work to be in. I never knew it 
could be like this. There's always 
stuff you can work on, of course, 
but being married and having 
kids, for me, there's a lot of 
romance, but it's a much bigger 
endeavor with a lot of nuts-and- 
bolts problem-solving you have 
to do together. It's like building a 
company. 

PLAYBOY: Are you good at turning 
up the sensuality and romance with 
extravagant romantic gestures? 
DAMON: No, I'm shitty at that. I 
wish I were better because my wife 
deserves somebody who surprises 


her with a gift or flowers or some 
wonderful idea. I've never been 
good at that, and she's really good 
at it, which makes me feel even 
more like shit. 

PLAYBOY: How have you managed 
to be in the public eye since the 
late 1990s without—unlike some 
of your peers—any big public 
missteps? 

DAMON: I did a Larry King 
interview with Angelina Jolie and 
Robert De Niro when The Good 
Shepherd was coming out in 2006, 
and he read a list of words he got 
from some website or something 
about how people saw each 
of us. For Angelina it was sexy, 
dangerous. For Bob it was intense. 
My word was nice. That's been 
great for me because people think 
I'm kind of vanilla and they leave 
me alone to work, have an actual 
private life and be a husband and 
dad. 

PLAYBOY: Does being perceived as 
a decent guy cost you edgier roles? 
DAMON: The perception seems to 
be that I'm boring enough not to 
pay attention to but not so boring 
that I stop working. 

PLAYBOY: As an admitted 
competitive guy, do you sweat 
movie roles that go to other actors? 
DAMON: Having to say no to Avatar 
was tough because I particularly 
wanted to work with James 
Cameron, and still do, because he's 
fantastic. He knew he was the star 
of that movie and that everyone 
was going to go see it anyway. 

When he said, "Look, I'm offering it 
to you, but if you say no, the movie 
doesn't need you," I remember 



“You’re perfect just the way you are—your nose job, your lij 
augmentation, your breast implants, your liposuction....” 


thinking, Oh God, not only do I have 
to say no because of scheduling, 
but he's going to make a star out of 
some guy who's going to start taking 
jobs from me later. 

PLAYBOY: Do you have pangs of 
regret about any other movies? 
DAMON: Milk was another hard 
one because I was excited it would 
have been for Gus Van Sant, and 
I would have had the chance to 
do scenes with Sean Penn. They 
pushed the schedule and it ran 
into the slot for Green Zone. Steven 
Soderbergh's mantra is "The movie 
gets the right person; the right actor 
gets the part," but I was like, "Shit, 
no. That was my part." But when I 
saw Milk, Josh Brolin was so fucking 
good that I knew Soderbergh 
was right. Way back, Gus and I 
talked about my doing Brokeback 
Mountain with Joaquin Phoenix, 
but I had just done The Talented Mr. 
Ripley and All the Pretty -Horses, so 
I said, "Gus, let's do it in a couple 
of years. I just did a gay movie and 
a cowboy movie. I can't do a gay 
cowboy movie now." The right actor 
got the part. Heath Ledger was 
magnificent. 

PLAYBOY: What drives you to keep 
working? It can't be the money. 
DAMON: Certainly not now it 
isn't, [laughs] I remember coming 
home to tell Lucy about the 
first day of filming Invictus with 
Clint Eastwood, who at 79 was 
electrifying, great at what he does, 
had a ton of energy, enormous 
purpose and was surrounded by 
a crew who adored him and felt 
privileged to be there. He was as 
excited to be there as I was and still 
has stories he wants to tell. I said 
to Lucy, "That's it for me. That's 
the goal." I've been making movies 
for 15, 20 years. I really love it, and 
I'm getting better at it and want to 
keep taking chances. 

PLAYBOY: Speaking of taking 
chances, what did you make of 
Clint Eastwood's performance 
during the Republican National 
Convention, when he questioned 
an empty chair? 

DAMON: I heard the backlash, but I 
never saw the whole thing because 
I just didn't want to see my friend... 
you know. Look, his knowledge of 
filmmaking is so vast and deep that 
he can wing it beautifully on the 
set. What he did at the RNC was 
an unrehearsed bit he decided to 
do at the last minute. You can't 
go onstage and do 12 minutes of 
stand-up completely unrehearsed. 
But I agree with what Bill Maher 
said—Clint killed at the convention 
for 12 minutes, and the audience 
loved him. I wouldn't do that 
unless I spent a month rehearsing. 
PLAYBOY: You were supposed 
to make your long-promised 


directorial debut with your new 
film Promised Land, in which 
you and Frances McDormand 
play corporate salespeople who 
persuade economically strapped 
rural homeowners to sell their 
natural gas drilling rights—that is, 
to allow their land to be tracked, 
possibly destroying their drinking 
water, health and futures. 

DAMON: John Krasinski and I wrote 
Promised Land with the intention 
that I would direct it. I loved 
working with him. I would have 
preferred to just direct and have 
someone else act, but it was easier 
on the budget for me to play in it 
too. 

PLAYBOY: What stopped you from 
directing it? 

DAMON: Elysium was supposed to 
finish in October 2011 but ended 
up finishing in early December, 
partly because I got sick and shut 
the production down for two 
weeks. Then I came back from 
filming and had two straight weeks 
of press to do for We Bought a Zoo, 
and I realized I would have to go 
into preproduction for Promised 
Land on January 2. I'd also been 
away from my kids, and it had been 
a huge strain on our family. 
PLAYBOY: So you were up against 
the wall? 

DAMON: I had to call John one 
night, and he was great about 
it, but he's also a producer on 
the movie. He said, "We're going 
into the holidays—we're totally 
fucked! Why didn't you tell me this 
a month ago? We could've found 
another director." I said, "I didn't 
know a month ago, and now that 
I've come up for air I'm realizing 
what the reality of all this is." It was 
tough. I said, "I promise you, this is 
the right thing for the movie—me 
going into directing it when I'm this 
burned out won't be good for us." 
PLAYBOY: How did Gus Van Sant 
become involved? 

DAMON: The morning after that 
tough night with John, I was in 
a plane with my family, on the 
airport runway, going to Florida. 
The flight attendants were about to 
tell us to turn our phones off, and I 
e-mailed Gus what had been going 
on. He e-mailed back, "I love your 
writing—why don't you send me 
the script?" They said, "Turn your 
phones off," and I'm like, "Yeah, one 
second." I e-mailed him the script 
and turned off my phone. When we 
landed two and a half hours later, 
there was a message from Gus that 
he wanted to direct the movie. 
PLAYBOY: Did John forgive you? 
DAMON: When I said, "Gus Van 
Sant's directing our movie," it was 
just too much for John to process. 
His head was still in the middle of 
dealing with what had happened 
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the night before. I ended up doing 
the best thing for the movie. We 
definitely traded up in the directing 
department. 

PLAYBOY: Being a well-known 
political progressive, you might 
be accused of making a strident 
polemic—an -anti-fracking movie. 
But the film is human, funny and 
moving, and it doesn't preach. 
DAMON: We went to the studio 
saying, "Who fucking wants to go 
see an anti-fracking movie?" and 
were all in agreement. When we 
were working on the script, it was 
about wind farms, but we changed 
it to fracking—a good issue because 
the stakes are so high. That shit 
is real. They're debating about 
letting it happen in New York now. 

To us, the movie was really about 
American identity. We loved the 
characters because they felt like 
real people making the kinds of 
compromises you have to just to 
live your life. 

PLAYBOY: The film raises issues 
that many politicians appear to be 
ducking, particularly the potentially 
devastating effects of hydraulically 
injecting millions of gallons of water, 
sand and carcinogenic chemicals 
into rock surrounding a gas or oil 
well. 

DAMON: We're at a point where 
politicians don't really get any 
benefit from engaging with long¬ 
term issues. Instead, it's all about 
the next election cycle. Those guys 
in the House don't do anything now 
but run for office. So unless they 
can find some little thing that zips 
them up a couple of points in the 
polls, they're not interested. There's 
a consensus among scientists, 
though, that we face serious 
long-term issues. They're saying 
that unless we engage with those 
issues, we're genuinely fucked. 

The way it looks, we're going to 
wait until one of those big issues 
smacks us. Hopefully, [author and 
futurist] Ray Kurzweil is right and 
all our problems will be solved by 
technology. 

PLAYBOY: No matter how many 
times Michael Moore asks you or 
how many others wish you would, 
it doesn't sound as though you will 
run for office. 

DAMON: No, no, no. 

PLAYBOY: In December 2011 you 
said you would have preferred 
President Obama to be "a one-term 
president with some balls who 
actually got stuff done." Did you 
vote for him this time? 

DAMON: Definitely. I assume 
there will be some Supreme Court 
appointments in this next term; 
that alone was reason to vote for 
him. I don't think I said anything a 
lot of people weren't thinking. It's 
easier now more than ever in my 


life to feel the fix is in, the game 
is rigged and no matter how hard 
you work to change things, it just 
doesn't matter. 

PLAYBOY: Promised Lond has 
generated awards buzz, including 
for your performance. Not only do 
you show gravitas in it, but also, 
for once, you're beginning to look 
your age. 

DAMON: I remember having dinner 
with Tommy Lee Jones 20 years 
ago. I was looking at his face and 
thinking, Shit, I can't wait to have 
lines like that. A guy like that can 
just sit there and be so expressive. 

I mean, he's also one of the best 
actors ever, but I remember being 
in a hurry to get some of those 
lines. I'm getting more lines every 
day. 

PLAYBOY: You and Ben Affleck, 
your longtime hometown Boston 
buddy and fellow Oscar winner for 
the Good Will Hunting screenplay, 
have gone your separate ways 
careerwise. But last year it was 
rumored he might direct you in a 
film in which you would play the 
notorious Boston organized crime 
kingpin Whitey Bulger. 

DAMON: We're working on stuff, 
yeah. The movie Ben directed, 

Argo, is so great, and it's also nice 
that I'm starting to get offered 
scripts that have Ben's fingerprints 
on them. It's about time. 

PLAYBOY: You mean because he's 
already turned down those scripts? 
DAMON: Yeah, but that's just part 
of the deal in Hollywood. I know 
not to take it personally. 

PLAYBOY: Are you concerned 
you will ignite a paparazzi frenzy 
now that you and your wife have 
bought a house in L.A. close to 
Ben Affleck and Jennifer Garner's 
family home? 

DAMON: We lived in the same 
neighborhood this summer and 
had no problems at all. Granted, 
we didn't look for attention by 
parading our kids down the Third 
Street Promenade in Santa Monica, 
but scandal and sex are what move 
most of those publications anyway. 
That's not us. Ben and Jen are both 
famous, and people are interested 
in her and how she parents, which 
makes them a target. If we had 
gotten it like that, I wouldn't have 
gone to Los Angeles. It's just not 
worth it. 

PLAYBOY: Elysium comes out this 
summer. Did shooting scenes in a 
human-waste dump for the $85 
million science fiction epic trigger 
any new anxieties? 

DAMON: The concept of the movie 
is that Earth has been ravaged and 
Elysium is an orbital habitat, 120 
kilometers up, where all the rich 
people have gone. 

PLAYBOY: Leaving the poor slobs 


of the 99 percent to struggle 
pretty much on their own? 
DAMON: Right. We shot in that 
human-waste dump for two 
weeks. What you see on-screen is 
supposed to look futuristic, but it 
was actually just helicopters flying 
over us, kicking up dust that coats 
you and that you know is fecal 
matter. We were very careful, but 
it was unbelievably toxic. It's the 
worst location I've ever heard of 
and could have been worse only if 
we'd filmed in the world's lorgest 
waste dump, in South Korea. What 
was unbelievable and really sad 
was the giant community of people 
who are born, raised, live and die in 
that dump. They just pick through 
the trash. 

PLAYBOY: What convinces 
anyone, let alone a movie star, 
to agree to shoot in such nasty 
conditions? 

DAMON: Shooting a big action 
set piece in a third-world dump 
was a great idea, visually and 
dramatically. We did it toward the 
end of the schedule, and everybody 
bought in knowing it would be 
tough but also knowing we would 


be happy we did it. 

PLAYBOY: Was it worth it? 

DAMON: Between the concept 
and the script, it's going to be 
really good. I genuinely believe the 
director, Neill Blomkamp, is the 
next guy—our generation's James 
Cameron. I hope I can work with 
him a lot more. 

PLAYBOY: The movie that put 
Blomkamp on the map, District 
9, touched on apartheid and 
racism, upholding the tradition of 
melding science fiction with social 
commentary. This new one sounds 
like a kick in the shins to polluters. 
DAMON: Yeah, future generations 
will not look kindly on us. Our 
grandkids and great-grandkids are 
going to have to live here. With the 
"greatest generation," the attitude 
wasn't "Well, I'm not going to be 
around, so fuck the rest of you," 
it was "Well, this is our problem, 
so let's work on it together." It's 
like we have this weird block when 
it comes to projecting beyond 
ourselves, as though we've become 
selfish on some very deep level. 
PLAYBOY: It's your job to save the 
world in this movie. How did you 



“Wouldn’t you like to know what he’s apologizing for!” 
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prepare? 

DAMON: The script wasn't 
just run, run, run. It has real 
characters, so that was great. 

I worked with an NFL trainer 
who said, 'Tm going to make 
you stronger and faster. As a by¬ 
product, you'll look the way you 
want to." It wasn't a Hollywood 
vanity workout. 

PLAYBOY: Did vanity creep in when 
you had to shave your head for the 
movie? 

DAMON: From a practical 
standpoint, I figured I would like it, 
but at the moment of truth, I have 
to admit my worry was, Am I going 
to look good? Because however I 
looked, I couldn't change it. I got 
quite a few compliments, though, 
which could have just been their 
way of letting me down softly. 
PLAYBOY: Are there any kinds of 
roles you think twice about doing 
now that you're a family man? 
DAMON: Well, normally I'd say 
no to nudity, but I just did a lot of 
it playing the long-term partner 
of Liberace, Scott Thorson, in 
Behind the Candelabra. I mean, it's 
tastefully done. Steven Soderbergh 
directed it, and Michael Douglas 
plays Liberace. But this movie's not 
going to be for everyone. 

PLAYBOY: A movie about a 
closeted, larger-than-life TV and 
Vegas entertainer and his much 
younger lover, whose plastic 
surgery he paid for so they could 
look more alike? Sounds like must- 
see family viewing to us. 

DAMON: These two men were 
deeply in love and in a real 
relationship—a marriage—long 
before there was gay marriage. 
That's not an insignificant thing. 

The script is beautiful and relatable. 
Their conversations when they're 
dressing or undressing or having 
a spat or getting ready for bed? 
That's every marriage. It feels like 
you're witnessing something really 


intimate you would normally see 
with a man and a woman, but 
instead it's two men, which was 
thrilling. There's stuff I think will 
make people uncomfortable. Great. 
It's HBO—they can change the 
channel. 

PLAYBOY: How did you and Michael 
Douglas ease into your roles? 
DAMON: We both have a lot of gay 
friends, and we were not going to 
screw this up or bullshit it. It wasn't 
the most natural thing in the world 
to do, though. Like, for one scene, 

I had to come out of a pool, go 
over to Michael, straddle him on a 
chaise longue and start kissing him. 
And throughout the script, it's not 
like I kiss him just once. We drew it 
up like a football plan. 

PLAYBOY: Did that help? 

DAMON: Not completely. I 
remember asking Heath Ledger 
after Brokeback Mountain , "How'd 
you do that scene with Jake?"— 
meaning the scene where they 
start ferociously kissing. He said, 
"Well, mate, I drank a half case 
of beer in my trailer." I started 
laughing, and he goes, "No, I'm 
serious. I needed to just go for 
it. If you can't do that, you're not 
making the movie." 

PLAYBOY: Is Michael Douglas a 
good kisser? 

DAMON: [Laughs] Michael was 
a wonderful kisser. My concerns 
ended up mattering a lot less once 
we were filming. The dynamic 
between the men was complex 
and interesting. Liberace was very 
powerful and adored, a great 
showman making $50,000 a week 
doing his act in Vegas. Scott was 
much younger and grew up in 
foster homes, so there was a lot 
to play. 

PLAYBOY: Liberace lived his life in 
the closet, and times have changed 
a bit. What was it like when you 
and Ben Affleck were constantly 
asked if you were gay, back when 


you were starting your careers? 
DAMON: I never denied those 
rumors because I was offended and 
didn't want to offend my friends 
who were gay—as if being gay 
were some kind of fucking disease. 
It put me in a weird position in 
that sense. The whole thing was 
just gross. But look, there have 
been great signs of progress—the 
fact that Anderson Cooper and 
Ellen DeGeneres can come out so 
beautifully and powerfully, and 
it's a big fucking deal that it turns 
out nobody gives a shit. If Liberace 
were alive today, everybody would 
love his music and nobody would 
care what he did in his private life. 
Like with Elton John. 

PLAYBOY: This marks your sixth time 
working with Steven Soderbergh 
since 2001. What has changed in 
how you work -together? 

DAMON: The level of filmmaking 
on this movie is so high—I mean, 
Steven is in a place I don't think 
many other people have ever been. 
He has mastered moviemaking. 
Although Clint Eastwood is as 
fast, the only other person I've 
seen make movies with that kind 
of prodigiousness was Spielberg 
on Saving Private Ryan. But 
Soderbergh is very in touch with 
the way we all live our lives. He's 
not in a bubble. He is incredibly 
empathic and understands human 
emotions. He's retiring, though, 
which is incredibly sad for me. 
PLAYBOY: We've heard him 
announce that a couple of times. 
We've also heard him jokingly refer 
to you as "a 14-year-old girl" when 
it comes to keeping secrets. Is he 
really quitting? 

DAMON: He's serious about 
painting. He's going to be 50 this 
year and feels he has 25 years to 
devote to something he thinks he 
could be good enough at to do as 
an actual other career. 

PLAYBOY: You've made big movies, 


not so big movies, hits, bombs. Is 
there one film that nearly made 
you want to pack it all in? 

DAMON: Everybody who worked 
on All the Pretty Horses took so 
much time and cared so much. As 
you know, the Cormac McCarthy 
book is set in 1949 and is about 
a guy trying to hold on to his old 
way of life. The electric guitar 
became popular in 1949, and the 
composer Daniel Lanois got an old 
1949 guitar and wrote this spare, 
haunting score. We did the movie 
listening to his score. It informed 
everything we did. We made this 
very dark, spare movie, but the 
studio wanted an epic with big 
emotions and violins. They saw 
the cast, the director, Billy Bob 
Thornton, and the fact that we 
spent $50 million, and they never 
released our movie—though the 
cut still exists. Billy had a heart 
problem at that time, and it was 
because his heart fucking broke 
from fighting for that film. It really 
fucked him up. It still bothers me 
to this day. 

PLAYBOY: At the end of the day, 
what would you most like to have 
as your legacy? 

DAMON: When I turned 40 I 
had my whole family and some 
friends together. I realized I had to 
make a toast and hadn't thought 
of anything to say. I stood up, 
and what came to me seemed 
incredibly true in the moment and 
even more so as time has gone by. I 
said, "I think I might actually be the 
luckiest guy on earth. I really might 
be him." And nobody in the room 
reflexively said, "Bullshit," because 
I am so lucky to have Lucy, my kids, 
my friends and this job. It's been an 
unbelievable life. So I'm just looking 
for health and to stay in this groove 
as long as I can. 
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SHE SHYLY CLAIMS THAT HER FACE 
IS PROBABLY HER BEST ASSET, WHILE 
SHE SAYS THE SEXIEST PART OF HER 
BODY IS HER TUMMY. WHILE BOTH ARE 
EXCELLENT CHOICES, IT’S DIFFICULT 
TO PICK JUST ONE FOR EACH. 


^^wenty-two year-old Joanna Marie Pedrano grew 
/ up in the metro, but her lineage speaks highly 
of her looks: "Dito na ko lumaki, pero yung parents 
kofrom Cebu and Mindoro". She's a sweet girl with 
a soft-spoken demeanor, but one couldn't tell as her 
sizzling shoot was oozing with confidence. 

The freelance model started her career when she 
was 18 years old, opting to earn her own money to 
be more independent from her parents. However, this 
isn't the sole reason for her decision to choose a career 
over a degree in Tourism. "Breadwinner na rin kasi 
ako," she says, "nawalan ng trabaho yung Dad ko, 
and yung Mom ko naman nasa bahay lang." 

The second of three sisters, she proudly says that 
she finds fulfillment and inspiration in being able to 
help her parents out. "Kung anong meron ako lahat 
lahat binibigay ko sa kanila". 

Joanna has done countless photoshoots, events, 
and even a TV commercial for a whitening soap. 
Despite these feathers on her cap, the PLAYBOY 
shoot is her first time to pose for a men's magazine. 
"Pumunta na ako dati sa Playboy, pero bata pa kasi 
ako nun, medyo takot pa ko," she admits. Asked what 
changed over the years, she says that her modeling 
experience gave her enough confidence to give it 
another try. She lists this as probably the wildest thing 
she has done but she liked it a lot, thanks to the staff. 
"Siyempre men's magazine, kung magpopose ka dun, 
baka may mga bastos," she said. "Pero dito hindi eh, 
parang family lang." 

At first, she was a bit hesitant to be daring, "Sabi 
ko nga kung pwede mag-two-piece, mas comfortable 
ako dun!" she laughed. But as the shoot continued, 
she became more and more comfortable in front of 
the lens. 

She shyly claims that her face is probably her best 
asset, while she says the sexiest part of her body is her 
tummy. While both are excellent choices, it's difficult 
to pick just one for each. She can easily mesmerize 
by her mere presence. And while she says she hasn't 
broken a lot of hearts, she might as well have when 
readers would learn that she has been with her first 
boyfriend for the past three years. 

Joanna dreams of not only opening a cafe of her 
own but also being able to help open a business for 
her parents. At a time when kids are said to be losing 
respect for their elders, it's refreshing to know that 
our 50th issue's Asian Beauty still has concerns on her 
family's needs than herself. Truly, a golden find. 

















V 

















DON’T BE DECEIVED BY KRYSTEN RITTER'S BABY-FACED, MODEL LOOKS - SHE’S ACTUALLY A BADASS IN REAL LIFE AND A BITCH ON TV, PLAYING HART 
PARTYING, TERROR ROOMMATE, CHLOE IN DON’T TRUST THE B-— IN APARTMENT 23. IN FACT, THE CHARACTER SHE PORTRAYS IS DESCRIBED AS SOMEONE 
WITH “THE MORALS OF A PIRATE”. IN REAL LIFE, SHE SINGS AND PLAYS THE GUITAR FOR ROCK ‘N ROLL BAND, EX VIVIAN. SO, TO DESCRIBE RITTER IS TO FIND 
WORDS THAT START WITH THE LETTER ‘B’. HOW FITTING, THEN, THAT HER FANS HAVE TAKEN TO CALLING HER ‘THE B'. 

HERE'S ANOTHER WORD THAT STARTS WITH ‘B’ THAT CAN DESCRIBE RITTER; BOLD. SHE STARTED HER MODELING CAREER AT THE AGE OF 15 IN A PHOTO SHOOT 
THAT SHE LATER DESCRIBED AS SOMETHING OF A MIND-BOGGLER AND DECIDEDLY WEIRD, ESPECIALLY CONSIDERING THAT SHE WAS UNDERAGE AND PUT INTO 
A SHEER BODYSUIT. “I MEAN, THE PICTURES ARE BEAUTIFUL AND ARTISTIC, BUT IT’S WEIRD TO PUT YOUR 15-YEAR-OLD IN A JOB WHERE BASICALLY YOU COULD 
SEE MY BOOBS,” SHE SHARED WITH PLAYBOY. READ ON TO FIND OUT MORE ABOUT WHAT MAKES THIS HOLLYWOOD UP AND COMER TICK, WHAT FLOATS HER 
BOAT, AND WHAT TICKLES HER FANCY. 
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THE B—■ IN APARTMENT 23 REVELS IN HER CHARMING FORM OF BITCHINESS 

^ * 

BY TAFFY BRODESSERAKNER PHOTOGRAPHY BY DARREN TIESTE 


Q1 


PLAYBOY: You play Chloe, the title B in Don't 
Trust the -B -— in Apartment 23. What's it like 
being America's most famous bitch? 

RITTER: People come up to me and call me 
"the B," wnich I find so endearing. They 
changed the title from Bitch to -B -—■, and I'm 
glad. At first I wasn't, because I'm the bitch 
and it was rad. But now that people come over 
to me and call me "the B," I'm relieved. It's 
much more adorable to be called "the B" than 
"You bitch." 

Q2 

PLAYBOY: Who's the bitchiest roommate you've 
ever had? 

RITTER: When I was modeling I lived with 
eight to 10 girls in the modeling agency's two- 
bedroom apartment, sleeping in bunk beds. 

It was crazy, but not as crazy as people want 
it to be. Sure, we'd go out and drink Cosmos 
and dance on tables. But no sex with rappers 
or cocaine or eating disorders. I worked a 
lot, and there was one other girl who also 
worked a lot. She was the queen bee before 
I came along, and I think she didn't enjoy 
that she wasn't the only one anymore. She 
fucking hated me. I would play the guitar on 
the patio—not late; we're talking 8:30 to nine 


p.m.— and she would tell the agency I was 
keeping her up. I got in trouble for that. So I 
put roaches in her bed. You don't fuck with a 
girl's livelihood. 

Q3 

PLAYBOY: Where does a nice girl like you find 
a bunch of cockroaches? 

RITTER: Well, it was New York Ci^y. They're 
there. I found them with my girlfriend Charity, 
who was just bad news but in the best possible 
way. We caught the roaches and put them in 
the other model's suitcase too, in hopes she 
would take them home and infest her house. 
I'm pretty ashamed of myself, [laughs] 

Q4 

PLAYBOY: You grew up on an actual beef farm 
in Shick-shinny, Pennsylvania, a town of 838 
people. Is it true your family wouldn't let you 
have a horse and you rode a cow instead? 
RITTER: My stepfather called horses "hay 
burners." They do nothing. You can't milk them 
and you can't eat them, so we didn't have 
them. But I had a calf I raised named Jake. He 
was so small that when I got him, I could pick 
him up. We took naps together and snuggled. 
And then he got big—very big. We put him in 
the pasture. When I would go hang out with 
him, I'd pull him over to the side of the fence, 


hold on to the scruff of his neck and get on 
him. And he would start walking. People would 
drive by and take pictures, like, "Who is this 

girl riding a cow?" 

Q5 

PLAYBOY: What happened to Jake? 

RITTER: I didn't eat him, if that's what you're 
asking. My neighbors might have, but I didn't. 

Q6 

PLAYBOY: You were discovered by a modeling 
scout in a shopping mall when you were 15. 
What was modeling like for a farm girl from 
Shickshinny? 

RITTER: At my first test shoot, the 
photographer sprayed me with Pam. They 
were black-and-white pictures in the dirtiest 
bathroom you've ever seen. It was super 
heroin chic. I've got to say, though, the 
pictures were dope. Looking back, I'm like, 
"What was I doing? I was 15!" That same 
day, at another test shoot with a Japanese 
photographer, they put me in a sheer 
bodysuit. So I have pictures of myself at 15 in a 
sheer shirt sitting underneath a table. I mean, 
the pictures are beautiful and artistic, but it's 
weird to put your 15-year-old in a job where 
basically you could see my boobs. 






Q7 

PLAYBOY: Do you regret that now? 

RITTER: At the time I didn't think about 
it, because kids don't. They say your brain 
doesn't develop fully until you're 25. When 
kids do crazy stuff, it's because they really 
are crazy. I just wasn't aware; I had no fear. 

But I have not one single regret or feeling of 
resentment, because of where I am now. I have 
a good head on my shoulders. I learned all my 
lessons on my own. 

Q8 

PLAYBOY: You appeared nude—only slightly 
blurred in all the expected places—in the pilot 
for your show. Was that second nature for you? 
RITTER: When I read the script I thought it 
was the best pilot, the best character I've read 
and unique. I was naked in the pilot. I had a 
switchblade. I was getting a kid drunk. I was 
dancing in a rap video. I wasn't going to find 
anything flashier, so I was down for it. Then, on 
the day I was supposed to actually be naked, 

I was like, "Aw, shit. I don't like to be in my 
underpants in front of all the crew guys." You 
catch them looking and you're like. No! But 
I got a Mystic Tan, so that made me feel less 
naked. 

Q9 

PLAYBOY: Does Mystic Tan have some sort of 
magic power we don't know about? 

RITTER: No, but a good tan is the key to being 
able to wear a bikini, I think. It makes you feel 
as if you have clothes on. 

Q10 

PLAYBOY: On the show, Chloe is so legendary 
that there is a Japanese graphic novel based on 
her life called Tall Slut No Panties. Is that based 
on truth? 

RITTER: No. I wear underwear, but my biggest 
fear is that I'll get locked out of my hotel room 
when I'm naked. The doors always shut on 
you. I met somebody who carries a wedge with 
them to hold the door open because they were 
so sick of hotel doors closing. 

Qll 

PLAYBOY: We haven't seen many naked hotel 
guests in our travels. Has it actually happened 
to you? 

RITTER: There are times when maybe I have a 
little nightie on and I'll push the room service 
tray out really quick. Something could happen. 
Really. 

Q12 

PLAYBOY: Everything written about you talks 
about how striking you are. Do you wish you 
were a little less easy to spot? 

RITTER: On some days I do. I think my friends 
and my boyfriend wish that. My boyfriend 
[Brian Geraghty, who starred in The Hurt 
Locker and has appeared on True Blood] is a 
character actor. He can hide. But I'm a cartoon 
character. I have black bangs. I can't hide. 


People are mostly respectful and kind. But at 
one in the morning in Vegas, when -everyone's 
wasted and yelling at you, you wish you could 
just kind of disappear, and you can't. 

Q13 

PLAYBOY: It doesn't help that, unlike other 
actors, you're actually taller than you appear 
on TV. 

RITTER: A lot of people think I'm going to 
be shorter when they meet me. When I was 
starting out, I would get called in for auditions 
off of my tape. When I'd show up in person, 
they'd be like, "Oh my God, you're much taller 
than we thought." They think it's because I'm 
petite. It reads as a "normal-size person". I 
mean, I think I'm normal size, but everyone is 
always like, "Oh my God, you're so tall. What 
are you, six feet?" I'm five-foot-nine. -Relax, 
everyone. All the other actresses are so little 
that they get to wear heels. I can't wear heels 
on set because the set is too small. If they put 
me in heels, you'd be able to see lighting in the 
shot. When I met my boyfriend he knew me 
only from watching me on Breaking Bad. I was 
wearing heels when I met him, and he was like, 
"Oh, wow. You're really tall." We have a thing: 

If we're going to a party for me, I can wear big 
heels. And if we're going to a party for him, I 
wear the small heels. 

Q14 

PLAYBOY: You played a particularly haunted 
drug addict named Jane on Breaking Bad. Were 
you able to draw on first-person experience? 
RITTER: Oh my God, no. But in New York I 
knew some people who did drugs. I remember 
seeing them on drugs and thinking, "Oh, it's 
not what I thought." You'd see people on 
heroin nodding off and falling over, and you'd 
see people on heroin buzzing around clubs. 

Q15 

PLAYBOY: Jane was a recovering heroin addict 
who fell off the wagon when she fell in love 
with Jesse, the character played by Aaron Paul. 
In your swan song, you choke on vomit in bed 
and are given CPR by Jesse when he wakes 
to find you dead. Which is more awful, an 
extended choking-on-your-own-vomit scene or 
lying still while someone pounds on your chest 
and sobs? 

RITTER: Those were both pretty intense things. 
I'll go with playing dead. You have to basically 
suck out of your body and just lie there. I was 
basically like, Don't move, don't move, don't 
move , don't move. You have to zone out. 

Q16 

PLAYBOY: You spent your summers modeling in 
Tokyo and the rest of the year as a regular high 
school student. Were you worshipped or hated 
at school? 

RITTER: I was always picked on. When I 
became a model, it got even worse because 
the girls became meaner —"Oh my God, I 
can't believe she's a model. She's not even 
pretty." At some slumber party, they tape- 


recorded their night, and it was about me 
getting bashed. And these were some of my 
best friends! Not anymore. Someone gave 
my high school boyfriend the tape. You know, 
high school is all subterfuge and scandal. I was 
just counting down the minutes -until I turned 
18. 

Q17 

PLAYBOY: At least you had a boyfriend. What 
was he like? 

RITTER: He was so angsty and bad. He was 
a real bad boy. He gave me a school picture 
that year that said, "Okay, Krysten, I love you. 
You give me a boner." That's how we started 
dating. His name was Damian, but my parents 
called him "Demon." Our first time was in his 
parents' van before basketball practice. I don't 
remember it being very pleasant. 

Q18 

PLAYBOY: Your parents divorced when you were 
young. Did that sour you on marriage? 

RITTER: I was never the little girl who dreamed 
about a wedding or a big white dress. It was 
never my thing, but I don't think I'm sour on 
marriage. I just don't know if I'm the type. 
Marriage seems scary to me. I'm in a serious 
relationship. We have a dog together. We live 
five minutes from each other. It's heaven. I 
think that might be the key: separate houses, 
separate bank accounts. Why mess with that? 

Q19 

PLAYBOY: How does a TV star live without 
owning a working television? 

RITTER: I did it to spite Time Warner. They said 
my house was wired for cable, then when they 
came out late, they said, "Oh, we can't. You're 
not wired." They were supposed to come back, 
but no one showed up. I said, "Forget it. I don't 
want anything to do with your company." Now 
I wish I did have TV because I end up watching 
stuff on iTunes. I'm cheap. I thought, "Oh, I can 
save $150 a month by not having cable." But 
now I think I'm spending that anyway on reruns 
of Friends. 

Q20 

PLAYBOY: What's the difference between being 
on a hit network show and being on a basic 
cable show? 

RITTER: More people see you on a network. 
And the network people know where you 
are at all times. I've been around so long I 
approach every job exactly the same whether 
it's big or small. For me it didn't feel different 
until I heard on the -walkie-talkie, "Krysten is 
at craft service," "Krysten is around the corner," 
"Krysten is there." They're always keeping 
tabs on you. They always know where you are. 
You say you're going to the bathroom, and 
someone comes with you. I'm like, "Dude, I 
promise you I'm going to come back. Don't 
come with me to the bathroom." 
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“Good old Wally has lost all night, but is he bitching and moaning? Not a bit of it.” 












































JOYCE NIZZARI (1958-1960) 


"Joyce was teenage a model when we firtst met in Miami. She 
was one of our first PLAYBOY Club Bunnies. We've stayed in 
touch, and she now works as a secritary for me at the Mansion 
more than half a century later." 




You should know they all became 
his because he was nothing like 
they had imagined. The way he is— 
especially with females, those who 
seize his heart and all others who 
simply enter his orbit—has forever 
defied predictable expectation. Yes, 
for sure, he brashly helped free 
the world from sexual repression 
and societal hypocrisy. And yes, he 
boldly prefers to function in only 
pajamas (or less) rather than wear 
conventional clothes, but—and why 
should this be so hard to fathom?— 
where women are concerned (and 
no question, women are always his 
concern), he is the opposite of brash 
or bold. Or swaggering. Or even 
slightly slick. You wonder, then, what 
instead approximates the magnetic 
mixed-company comportment of our 
one and only original Mr. Playboy, 
of our legendary rebel icon whose 
sheer breadth of bedroom conquests 
has fueled mass fantasy across 
generations in the extreme plural? 


Girlfriends 

— By Bill Zehme I 

A Romantic, \ 


Hef’s 


DONNA MICHELLE (1963-1964) 

" Donna and I had a brief but truly 
memorable affair. She was the most popular 
PMOY of the 1960s." 


Chnsta was a special favorite of mine 

and a favorite of our readers as well " 


CYNTHIA MADDOX 
(1961-1964) 

"She was my cartoon 
editor in Chicago and our 
most popular cover girl in 
the 1960s, appearing on 
the cover five times 
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After all, as he himself has put forth, "I said a 
long time ago a lot of people buy the magazine 
for the articles, but it's the Centerfolds they 
remember. And I think that's true in terms of 
my life—they remember all the pretty ladies." 
Meaning specifically his very own pretty ladies, 
as in, the collective coterie of preeminent regal 
consorts ever shimmering at his side throughout 
the decades (within camera range or, more 
blissfully, shrouded from it.) Of course, no one 
will ever remember them the way he can and 
does, all things considered. Because, beyond the 
unique fame that accompanied their respective 
tenures as his most preferred company, each of 
them in turn fortified his spirit as nothing else 
ever would. Not that any of them, at least upon 
arrival in his world, could have foreseen how 
profoundly he would respond to their essence, 
how they would gain access to secret holdings 
of that newly reinforced spirit—his selective 
stash of private dreams eternally golden and 
also thereby unashamedly and glamorously 
olden. 

Still, it's not as though we haven't been plied 
with clues aplenty to the twinkling allure of the 
innermost Hefnerian spirit. Take, for example, 
(please?), his trademark time-tested starry- 
eyed credo that will never go away: "My life," 
he will repeatedly tell you, "has been a request 
for a orld where the words to songs are true." 
Sentimentalist supreme, he'll recite that idyllic 
refrain at any given opportunity—dreamily, 
liltingly, dependably. He alludes, of course, to 
those heady if naive moon-June-swoon-croon 
tunes of his storied unyielding youth. But 
with due respect, you must eventually come 
to realize that the reason he keeps saying it is 
because he keeps meaning it, keeps questing 
for that illusory lyrical world, keeps seeking to 
stoke his perpetual schoolboy heart with fixes 
of seismic lovesick fluttering, fresh and pure. 

(For college-era scrapbook he once adorned 
the margins around a photo of himself and 
his nubile date at a formal dance with a deftly 
hand-printed graffiti gush of sentimental song 
titles: "That's How Much I Love You, Baby," 

"I Got a Gal I Love," "When Am I Gonna Kiss 
You Good Morning?") With each successive 
infatuation, way back then and ever after, 
he would be serially reborn, reanimated, 
reinvigorated. "Hef was constantly falling 
in love, one girl at a time," recalled an old 
classmate pal many years later," and would be 
smitten for maybe a month or so. If he wasn't in 
love, he felt incomplete and unhappy." 

Not insignificantly, one of his secretaries 
noted decades ago: "He imagined at every party 
that he would see a girl across a crowded room, 
their eyes would meet, violins would start to 
play, and he would feel that pit-a-pat." And 
typically, that's exactly how it has worked, right 
down to the onset of pit-a-pats. With Barbi, 
for instance, he spied her across the set of his 
Playboy After Dark TV series, and within hours 
she danced in his arms to the Burt Bacharach 
standard "This Guy's in Love With You," the 
lyrics of which had never felt truer to him. But 
of course. Similarly, on the night he first got an 
eyeful (and more) of 19-year-old former Bible- 
school teacher Sondra Theodore (1976-1981), 
he swayed her to the slow-jam strings of Barry 
White's "baby Blues" and—voila: "At that point 
I was a goner," she confessed. "No one can 
slow dance like Hefner. It was like the Red Sea 
parted." (Soon after, he draped her decolletage 




LILLIAN MULLER (1975-1976) 

"A Scandinavian stunner. We're Still Close. 


KAREN CHRISTY(1971-1974) 

"Captain's paradise! A truly passionate affair 
that came in the middle of my relationship 
with Barbi." 


HOPE OLSON and PATTI McGUIRE 
(1975-1979) 

"We had some wild and wonderful times 
together." 











































Double Trouble in Paradise 


Just once upon a time, there co-existed two number one 
Hef ladies—perfect opposite dream girl, each of whom had 
simultaneously staked claim to his heart. "No question that it's 
impossible to be in love with two women at the same time—I've 
been there," Hef concluded, invoking that high-flying, subdivided 
bedroom face-a-thon he christened his Captain's Paradise, after 
the 1953 film wherein a sea captain played by Alec Guinness keeps 
a different lover in two ports, Hef’s version: In spring 1971-three 
years in to Hef's routine of uprooting himeself from the Chicago 
Mansion for essential Los Angeles nesting with Barbie Bento what 
would become PLAYBOY Mansion West-the lucious, platinum¬ 


haired Karen Christy entered He's Chicago living room and also 
his heart. What ensued, until early 1974, racked up the air miles 
on Hef's black Big Bunny DC-9 as he made biweekly commutes to 
indulge each woman (and himself) while hiding all traces of one 
from the other. TIME magazine blew his cover with a report that 
pictured him in both mansion, snuggled with the leading lady 
of each household, pronouncing him "long a two-of-everthing 
consumer." Both women split, though Barbi returned for a couple 
of years. "In the movie," Hef lamented, "the arrangement ended in 
disaste, with both loves leaving him. How could I expect any better 
conclusion?" 




with a diamond-encrusted necklace that spelled 
out the words Baby Blue.) Kismet would be his 
specialty—spontaneous love combustion—and 
those who knew him best could spot its every 
outbreak, so recognizable were symptoms. "It 
was much more than lust at first sight," stressed 
who witnessed the phenomenon repeatedly. 
"Romance was foremost on his mind." 

Actually, while Dante's instant-inferno-effect 
summation uniformly applies to the dawn of 
each serious Hef relationship, you should know 
that the quote above refers specifically to 
Karen Christy (1971-1974), whose arrival at the 
Chicago Playboy Mansion rendered the master 
intractably thunderstruck. His own inimitable 
sizing up Ms. Christy, whom he crowned 
Miss December in their first year together: 

"A voluptuous, baby-faced blonde from Texas 
who had stepped right out of my erotic, pre¬ 
code Busby Berkeley Hollywood dreams from 
boyhood." (He went so far as to add, "When I 
fell for her, I fell hard," evincing that theirs "was 
the most passionate love of my life—while it 
lasted.") Which prompts us to now address 
how, and why, so many of his special ladies 
have gotten to the heart of Hef as others never 
could. "My love map," he has said, "is very much 
designed and written by Hollywood. I was a 
Midwestern Methodist boy from Chicago—but 
the other dominant half of my identity came 
directly from those larger-than-life dreams I saw 
in the movies." More often than not, not in fact, 
he has spotted in his choicest mates irresistible 
traces of vintage silver-screen goddesses—Alice 
Faye, Jean Harlow, Marilyn Monroe—who had 
all jolted his adolescence with carnal stirrings 
that stir no less powerfully these days. ("First 
you look at the face," he once informed me, 
apropos of all initial encounters wherein his 


subconscious sifts for any such nostalgia-gilded 
resemblances.) Barbi Benton, he concluded, 
"became a kind of Hollywood version of the 
teenage romance I never really had when I was 
in high school. I was crazy about her." Further, 
she was more than just the first truly necessary 
primal enticement that had him returning 
repeatedly from Chicago to Hollywood—via 
his famously customized all-black Big Bunny 
private DC-9. She also happened to discover 
the Shangri-la property —right across the 
street from the Bogart and Bacall's old place— 
that became Playboy Mansion West, where, 
as its irrefutable very first lady, she lovingly 
oversaw the fabled homestead's Hefnerization 
metamorphosis in between his increasingly 
frequent commutes to the dreamland whose 
stars had shaped him. 

Poetry, thus, lurks in his early proximity to 
the ghost house of Humphrey Bogart, whose 
love-torn character Casablanca (Hef's favorite 
film) reminds him of himself whenever any of 
his grandest loves are upended. Romanticized 
Hefner touchstone therein: the scene in which 
Bogie stands alone in the rain reading Ingrid 
Bergman's farewell letter while its ink soggily 
bleeds out, much like the hear beneath the 
stoic hero's trench coat. "We've all been there," 
Hef once confessed to me. "We've all had our 
punches in the gut." And for certain, in recent 
years he has very publicly absorbed a couple 
of especially rough blows in the special lady 
department—the first one landing with the 
departure of his ultra numero uno among 
that original troika of The Girls Next Door, 
the telegenically devoted Holly Madison 
(2001-2007), whose visceral adoration was 
more than reciprocated by him and broadcast 
worldwide during five seasons of the E! 


































network's Mansion-based hit reality series (on which she ostensibly 
shared him, to a point, with spritely supplemental girlfriends 
Bridget Marquardt and Kendra Wilkinson, who both left the same 
year for outside pursuits). And then two Junes ago there came 
the jarringly thunderous Runaway Bride incident: Crystal Harris, 
who had emerged as his steadfast leading lady in the reinvented 
sixth and final GND season (twins Karissa and Kristina this time 
filled the supplemental roles). Found herself on Christmas Eve 
of 2010 happily accepting— gulp !—his (maybe equally jarring 
proposal of marriage. However, five days prior to the meticulously- 
planned ceremony, she bolted from Mansion, overcome by fears 
real or imagined. ("Ultimately, I fooled myself completely in the 
relationship," he later told me, "because that proposal was, without 
any question, a rebound from Holly's leaving. In the process, I 
probably misread Crystal. And so there went the bride.") 

But the larger point here, thematically speaking, is that he 
withstands such lumps with an enviable philosophical grace not 
so easily mustered by other mortals. "I've always thought about 
my life like a movie," he explained, not surprisingly, some years 
ago as we assembled sage content for Hef's Little Black Book, an 
invaluable manual created to bolster all dreamers (and reissued this 
month with updated tales of romance, pain and ongoing wisdom). 
"You need the drama. If you think of your life that way, you get 
through the tough times. Plus, the reality is that life—especially in 
this regard—is very much like a movie. We delude ourselves with 
the notion that somehow there is only one person out there who is 
a soulmate. In fact, there are many appropriate people who can be 
cast in that co-starring role. When you're dealing with lost love, it's 
time to just start the casting process all over again." 

Naturally, the Hef excels at being his own best casting director— 
because he has long understood and perfected the epic protagonist 
character he alone was born to portray. "It wasn't difficult to 
figure out that the most successful sex object I'd created was 
me," he once proclaimed. "It was a role I was very comfortable 
playing. I have built here what could be viewed as perpetual 
women machine." By which he means—due to the nature of his 
work—there would be no paucity of incoming prospective co- 
stars to audition as meaningful love interests. (Best criterion for 
snagging the part, aside from radiant beauty: "Somebody who 
doesn't want to change me at all." Also, great laughters who are 
not averse to bright playfulness, general or sexual.) Lately, in fact, 
he's come to favor ensemble casting, a trend that's been mainly 
in place after the less-than-sybaritic hiatus that constituted his 
unwaveringly faithful relationship with Kimberly Conrad (1988- 
1997), the second-ever Mrs. Hugh M. Hefner, whom he unwittingly 
mislabeled Playmate for a Lifetime. "I went to the multiple- 
girlfriend arrangement because a large number of them can't hurt 
you as much as one can," he would say. Thus, revolving platoons 
would become the status quo, with certain groupings more 
memorable than others; his Girls Next Door, of course, are now 
embedded in the pop-culture pantheon. But who could forget, for 
instance, that name-rhyming trio made up of the exquisite Brande 
Roderick and the wily twins Mandy and Sandy Bentley (1998- 
1999)? Even now, with the return this past spring of the genuinely 
contrite Crystal Harris as his number one Special Lady, she willingly 
consented to join the dedicated stock company already ensconced 
in his affections—Trisha Frick and Chelsea Ryan (who had genially 
supplanted predecessors Shera Bechard and Anna Sophia Berglund, 
the heart-rescue team that endearingly dressed the wounds left 
by Crystal's vanishing act). He was quick to announce this time 
around, "There are obvious differences. I'm not about to get 
married. I think that was a dumb idea to begin with. And I'm not 
giving up my other girlfriends, because I think there is safety in 
numbers." 

Frankly, what could be better news? Because a married Hef is not 
the same Hef whose phantasmagoric escapades have vicariously 
sustained the imaginations of admiring men for era upon era upon 
era. Shouldn't every generation be privy to scrutinize the evolving, 
exacting standards and predictions of the master at his craft? How 
else could we have gotten to "meet" and "know" the bountenous 
likes of special ladies immemorial—the Janet Pilgrims, the Joyce 
Nizzaris, the Christa Specks, the Lilian Mullers, the Hope Olsons? 
(These are but a fraction of the pluperfect specimens captured 
both by him and by the retrospective pictorial you're likely still 




TINA JORDAN (2000-2001) 

"Tina was one of my favorites among the girl: 
I was seeing at the turn of the century, there 
were seven full-time girlfriend at one time." 


SHANNON TWEED <1981-1983) 

"Shannon was a major love, as well 

mafor Playmate of the year. 
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staring at.) Even he has come to this same 
satisfying conclusion: "The truth of the matter" 
he says nowadays with wistful but firm resolve, 
"is I should be single. I'm better served that 
way." And so too would be much of the male 
populace at large, I'm thinking. Adamantly 
ageless at the age of 86 (propelled by that wide- 
eyed boy inside him who damn well refuses to 
entirely grow up), he has found that marriage 
for him is a twice-cursed been-there-done-that 
experiment in illogical confinement. Of his 
first try at it, he lamented, "It was a period of 
dreams lost, dreams set aside—trying to follow 
a different road, a road not charted in my own 
terms." 

Terms changed, delectably so, when in 1953 
he launched this magazine with all its built-in 
accoutrements. And thus, a glimpse of him in 
full swing—because his life had by then indeed 
become a movie (with several more yet to 
come) or, in this case, the focus of a defiantly 
hip award-winning 1962 documentary aptly 
titled The Most. "I have a certain reputation 
for being a man about town, a guy continually 
with a beautiful and often times different 
chick on my arm, night after night," he suavely 
informs the camera, propping himself in an 
stately doorway-all of 35 years old, lithe, self- 
possessed, sharply tailored, cucumber cool, 
waving his iconic smoldering pipe like a scepter, 
lording over yet another jazzy Chicago Mansion 
bacchanal afforded by his soaring corporate 
brand, already worth a jaw-dropping $20 
million-plus. "I enjoy being with women very 
much. Most of the girls I date are several years 
younger than I am—18 to 24, 25, probably." 
(Famously, his romantic pursuits would never 
stray far from that same tender-blossom 
demographic, no matter his own ripening 
vintage; it's how cyclical rejuvenation always 
looks and feels best on him. "To a great extent, 
it's what keeps me alive," he says now. "I love to 
hear their laughter.") Anyway, he also handed 
the filmmaker this slippery demurral when 
citing one newspaperman's estimation "that 
I had probably made love to more beautiful 
women than any other man in history. Now, I'm 
very sure this probably isn't true... 

Actually, now we can probably be very 
sure that it's likely profoundly true—give or 
take. Quantity, however, has never been the 
point—even when his bed has swarmed with 
six or more bodies. "Hef explained not long 
ago, "because I'm essentially a romantic—an 
unusual romantic, perhaps. But I inevitably 
found myself becoming truly, emotionally drawn 
to and involved with just one of the girls, which 
tended to override the other connections and 
grow, relationship-wise, into something more 
focused and traditional." (This was how Holly, 
for instance, first emerged for him; yes, their 
eyes met across a crowded bed.) Nevertheless 
he quite openly consumed an unending arrayed 
new and different flavors during each major 
romance (the Kimberly Conrad marital years 
excepted), which rarely went over too well: 

"He dates other girls and I don't like it," Cynthia 
Maddox, his first truly serious live-in lady love 
(1961-1964), pouted on-camera in The Most, 
with mild impatience that escalated over time, 
as it always would with his greatest leading 
ladies. Not that they didn't rationalize away this 
habitual quirk of his; their love and concern 
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HOLLY MADISON (2001-2007), BRIDGET 
MARQUARDT (2002-2007) and KENDRA 
WILKINSON (2004-2007) 

"the romance was as sweet as it seemed on The Girls 
Next Door, and I remain close to all three of them 


SANDY AND MANDY BENTLEY (right) and BRENDE 
RODERICK (left, 1998-1999) 

"They were a perfect antidote after the breakup of my marriage." 
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for him were every bit as all- 
encompassing as his for them. "He 
was lonesome" semi-empathized 
Barbi Benton. "When the cat's 
away" She added ruefully, "the 
mice will play." Sondra Theodore 
tried shrugging it off this way: 

"The others are just adventures." 
("My bed," he'd say, beaming 
reassurance to all, then and now, 

"is a democracy!") 

"Let's face it, the man knows 
how to treat women," sighed the 
lustrous and well-lavished Shannon 
Tweed (1981-1983), who last 
year became Mrs. Gene Simmons 
after decades of common-law 
togetherness. No, this golden 
succession of Hef's special ladies 
moved on and out largely because 
they could not make him theirs 
alone, never mind theirs in 
matrimony. ("Hef getting married 
was such an absurd idea," recalled 
Tweed. "We thought it was funny.") 
And yet she genuinely loved falling 
in love with each and every one 
of them, cherished how they 
individually re-empowered him 
and never stopped loving them 
after gently setting each one free 
to fly on her own. Of course, in 
doing so, he brought upon himself 
funks of recurring heartache—from 
the mid-1950s light-years onward 
through the latter-day platinum- 
posse period. "Broken hearts are 
like broken legs," he once lectured 
as only he could. "They needn't be 
fatal. Only a foolish person doesn't 
leave the heart open for the joy 
and pain of love again." 

And so he shall persist: "Being 
in love completes me. I need to be 
in love." He could not have been 
more emphatic when he told me 
those things recently. He knows 
the romantic perfection he lives 
to find is perfectly unfindable. But 
he will never call off the search, 
because that search is the full 
yearning essence of who he is, of 
who he always must be: "I realize 
that it is the way of things—that 
people remaining faithful, for 
instance, turns out to be a long 
shot. And of course, if one looks 
for an unrealistic relationship to 
begin with—because in the passing 
of the years, I'm looking for a 
relationship with young, beautiful 
women—that itself is asking for 
trouble." He paused here and gave 
a sly omniscient smile: "There's a 
great old song, the lyrics of which 
go, 'If love is trouble, that's what 
I'm looking for.' " 

He believes the words to the 
song are true, by the way. "But," 
he added in case we hadn't yet 
figured it out, "at least I'm very 
consistent." 
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- SHERA BECHARD (2011-2012) 

"An elegant French Canadian." 
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CRYSTAL HARRIS (above, 2008-2011 / 2012-) 

"The runaway bride is back. We're happy but Chelea Ryan and Trisha 
Frick are here as well-just in case." 























Jimmy steered the pickup left-handed, his right arm crossing 
his chest and the right hand dangling out the window. "Did 
you kill him?" 

Anita lifted the bottle from her lap and made sure it 
was perfectly empty. She wondered how Jimmy had hurt 
his hand. 

"Did you kill your old man?" Now his right hand hopped 
back and forth between the gearshift and the radio knobs. 
"It said so on this radio, right here. Henry Desilvera. Shot to 
death in his home." 

"God rest his soul." She closed her eyes and curled her 
toes around the barrel of the shotgun at her bare feet. 

"I don't know what to say." 

"Why don't you say 'Wow'?" 

He found something and turned it up, a trio of women 
singing— 

Tubular and tasty 

Wanazee, Wanazee 

Tubular and tasty 

—and Jimmy said, "What?" and Anita said, "Wanazee," 
because it sounded magical, and Jimmy spun the knob. 
"Goddamn hillbilly mugwump shit." 

Jimmy pulled the truck over and nearly ran down a 
fence post and braked hard and killed the engine. In the 
pasture before them stood horses switching their tails, 
lifting their heads up and down. "Let me see your gun." 

"I'm not showing anybody my gun." 

"I want to see if it's been fired." 

"How would you know if it's been fired?" 

"Let's have it." He took the revolver from her purse 
and shoved it under his seat. "Where are your shoes?" He 
gripped her knee with one hand and took the shotgun from 
under her feet with the other and dropped the weapon 
behind his seat back. "No more guns." He reached toward 
the breast pocket of his too-large flannel shirt and came up 
empty and felt around the dash and got his cigarette pack, 
which was flat. He balled it up and threw it at the windshield 
in front of him and turned the key and floored the pedal, and 
this time he hit the fence post. 

Anita stayed quiet and let him think, if that's what he 
was doing. He looked across the quiet farmland in front of 
them as if he might climb the fence and walk out into the 
fields and lose himself. 

"I don't know what the setup is," he said. "But I know 
you set me up." 

He reversed and got on the road and floored it again. 

They sailed into Madrona, where the demands of sparse 
traffic seemed to help him focus. He shut up and drove 
halfway through town without a destination before pulling \ 
into the Arctic Burger's parking lot. He turned off the engine 
and gazed at the polar bear holding up a gigantic bun at the 
curbside. 

Anita said, "I want my gun." 

"No more guns." 

"I'll need it when we talk to the judge." 

"You set me up." 

"I brought you in. You're just right. The judge has been in 
court. He's seen bad people." 

"I'm not a thug." 

"You don't know what you are. He'll know. And he's a 
sick old man. He's just a sack of cancer." 

"Wow. You're meaner than I thought. And deeper 
down." 

"My people are of the earth. We know who the devils 
are. But we love the devil. We love the devil." 

He stared hard at her. Something moved in her belly like a 
child, and the child was Jimmy. She shut her ears to its crying, 
and she could feel him drawing strength from her blood. 
Jimmy dropped his gaze. He turned and put both hands on 
the wheel. He raised the left one to consult his smashed 
wristwatch. "How long till dark?" 

"I don't know." 

"We should go after dark. Does this judge have his own 
computer?" 

"Maybe. I guess so." 

"What about somebody taking care of him? Are there 
other people in the house?" 

"I don't know." 

"Then we'll scope the place right now. You know where 















he lives, right?" 

"Yes." 

"Fine. I said we had ten percent of a plan. It's more 
like two percent. I gotta get some smokes." 

While Jimmy was gone she shut her eyes and dozed 
until he ruined the moment by jerking open his door, 
blowing tobacco smoke and saying, "Red alert. I just saw 
Juarez. Or his Caddy. Or it was Gambol's Caddy. Those 
fuckers have identical cars." He slammed the door, it 
didn't catch, he slammed it again and got the truck 
going, looking everywhere at once like a juggler watching 
airborne objects. "Yeah, Gambol went and got his Caddy. 
Or it's Juarez. They're like high school chicks—twin 
Cadillacs." He drove fast, watching only the rearview 
mirror. "They weren't following us. They don't know this 
truck. Except Gambol saw it last night. But I mean—a 
million pickups. Unless Sally told them. Fucking Sally. 

Fuck. We get this done and get the fuck out. Get the 
fuck out and...." Anita sat with her eyes closed, humming 
"Wanazee, wanazee" and feeling the sensations of a cliff 
diver in a night sky while Jimmy tore through the streets 
and never stopped his mouth. 

Gambol sat at the table in the breakfast nook, close to 
the window. Half an hour ago he'd claimed he wasn't 
hungry, but now that his breakfast was cold, he wanted 
it. 

Mary put both their plates in the microwave and said, 
"Zapped steaks and eggs—not real good." She held up 
the Mumm's and tapped it with a fingernail. "What about 
this champagne?" 

"None for me." 

They heard a car outside, and Gambol watched 
through the window a moment and looked away again. 

"How long till he comes?" 

"Once you're on the Five," Gambol said, "it's a 
straight shot up." 

"Is the Tall Man really with him?" 

"I said he was." 

"How did that guy get a face like that?" 

"Nobody knows," Gambol said. "It's his whole head, 
really." Mary shuddered, and he added, "He's not so 
bad." 

Mary said, "Look good, okay? Walk tall. I want Juarez 
to pay me off for resurrecting your leg. Twenty grand. 
This time I'll get to Montana." 

"This time?" 

"I've done stuff for him before. He helped me with 
my last big move." 

"From where?" 

"From here." 

"You're still here." 

"I didn't think big enough. I made some money but 
only enough for a car." 

"What did you do for him?" 

"Sold him a gross of -Dilaudid." 

"I remember. That was you?" 

"I mean a solid gross. I snatched it three days 
before my discharge. He made a bundle, huh?" 

"Yeah." 

"I didn't. I made a bunch but less than a bundle. Was 
it over a hundred thousand?" 

"I don't count his winnings." 

"He paid me fifteen." 

"You could've gotten more." 

"From who? You think I know a lot of crooks?" 

Gambol put his fingers on the windowsill. Another 
car out in the street. Mary said, "Is Juarez big in the 
drug trade?" 

"No." 

"But not entirely no. Sometimes yes." 

"No, he's just—if there's a nickel to be made, he's 
usually the one who makes it. He's quick like that." 

The microwave rang. No reaction from Gambol. By 
the way he fixed his attention out the window, Mary 
figured she'd better go get a longer robe on. 

When she came out of the bedroom, Gambol 
was eating, and Juarez sat across the table. "This is 
torture," Juarez said. He looked plumper these days 
and pouchy around the eyes, and he seemed excited, 


sitting with his ankle on his knee, leaning forward, 
patting his fingers on the toe of his boot. He still 
wore those little ankle-high fruit boots and also, this 
morning, a box-cut silk shirt like spun platinum with 
faint designs along the buttons. "I haven't had one 
bite since yesterday." The hem of his shirt had slipped 
upward over the butt of a small automatic in a clip-on 
holster. 

Mary popped the champagne and said, "In honor 
of—fuck, you name it," and the cork shot out of the 
kitchen and landed God knows where. 

She didn't go after it, because the Tall Man lay 
on the living room couch with his shoes on the 
fabric and his hat over his face. 

"I'm not celebrating yet. I'm hungry." Juarez pointed 
to the steak on the plate before him. "What about this 
one?" 

Gambol said, "That's hers." 

"Then after you eat," Juarez said, "you can watch 
me. We'll drive around. We'll find some breakfast. 
Especially we'll drive around because I think we saw 
our friend—Mr. Jimmy. Ten minutes ago." 

Gambol said, "Yeah?" 

"A blue pickup? Ford? Real beater? But we couldn't 
see the license." 

"The license?" 

"Our other friend, he got in touch and gave me 
some numbers. Missy Sally." 

Gambol said, "Oh." 

"Yeah, Sally's still dirtying up our planet. So, you 
know, that other party you mentioned, the unknown 
person that you ran into—it's a collateral thing. Bad 
luck came in on a wind." 

Gambol finished his steak and sopped the eggs 
with his toast while Juarez observed and Mary drank 
Mumm's from the bottle. Gambol pointed with his 
fork. "Your steak's getting cold." 

"Go ahead," Mary told him. 

Gambol exchanged his plate with hers, and Juarez 
sighed and said, "Mr. Gambol is a talented person. I'm 
glad we're associated. Proud." He turned his chair a bit 
and looked Mary up and down. "The Army didn't turn 
you into a dyke." 

"Don't ask, don't tell." She took a slug of 
champagne. 

"You put on a little weight?" 

The bubbles jammed her sinuses, and she choked 
and whispered, "Don't ask, don't tell." 

"You look good." Juarez got up and went to the 
living room and spoke to the Tall Man and came back 
holding a bulging l-etter-size envelope. "Gambol also 
looks good. You fixed him. Look at that appetite." Even 
in his boots, Juarez was a bit shorter than Mary in 
heels. He bowed slightly, envelope extended. 

She pried open the fold and thumbed through the 
packets. Ten of them, each wrapper marked $2,000. 
"Paid in full." 

Juarez took her hand, but he didn't shake it. He just 
held it. To Gambol he said, "Don't say thanks." 

"I didn't." 

"I know. All right, Mary. We're done here. T-Man 
and I need a good breakfast. Can you recommend a 
place where we could also talk business?" 

The Tall Man came into the kitchen now. He stood 
under the ceiling light with his hat tipped forward and 
his face in a shadow and a hooked pinkie traveling 
toward one of his nostrils, if he had nostrils. 

Juarez said, "Mary?" 

She turned and stood looking down into the sink. 

"Where do we go for breakfast?" 

"The mall. Downtown. Across from the mall." 

"Is there really a downtown?" 

Jesus Christ, she wanted to shout, get him out of 
my house. 

• 

Loose items scraped across the floorboard as Luntz 
took the first possible turn off the highway at the 
greatest possible speed. He tried to speak in a 
conversational tone. "Are they turning around?" 

Anita righted herself and looked behind. "No. I 


mean yes. Now they are." 

"It's them. They know the truck." 

Anita grabbed his arm for stability as he took the 
next road coming. "I don't see them now." 

"That Caddy will eat this thing." They passed 
between open pastures, completely exposed. "Watch 
behind. Hang on." 

"Not this one." With her left hand she stopped the 
wheel. "Go two more." 

He checked his mirror. "There they are. It doesn't 
matter where we turn." 

"Next one. Next one. This one." 

"Stay off my gearshift." 

The pastureland ended. They sped through a 
tract of homes. He zigzagged among the blocks, 
feeling safer with walls around him. He didn't see 
the Caddy. But it had to be near. 

"Go faster." 

Luntz went slower. "We have to ditch this truck." He 
watched for any kind of alley, an open garage door, any 
semi-enclosed space. 

Anita leaned hard against him and grabbed and 
forced the wheel, saying, "Left, left, left," and would 
have steered them onto somebody's porch if he hadn't 
braked hard and cut the corner across a lawn and onto 
a perpendicular street. 

"Jesus. Where are they?" 

"No. No. See the house up there? We can go in." 

"Here?" 

"That one, that one." She was digging for 
something in her purse. "Not the driveway. Don't 
block the car. Park beside the house." She was 
opening her door as he floored it and whipped 
around a large sedan in the driveway and fishtailed 
around the side of the house and scraped against 
the neighboring fence and stopped, trapping his 
own door shut. He took hold of the shotgun and 
scrambled to follow her out the passenger door, 
hesitated two seconds and lay across the seat and 
felt for Anita's revolver on the floorboard. 

She was already at the front door. He followed, 
concealing, he hoped, the shotgun between his arm 
and his ribs, its muzzle in his hand and the pistol grip 
in his armpit, meanwhile sticking the revolver in his 
waist and untucking his shirt to cover it. He joined her 
on the porch. 

She held a set of keys. She was reading a red 
notice fixed to the door, its message printed in black 
capital letters. Across the door a stretch of yellow 
flagging—crime scene do not cross crime scene do 
not cross. 

She tore away the yellow flagging, and Luntz said, 
"Hey." 

She unlocked the door and threw it wide and strode 
inside. 

Luntz took two steps into the interior and was 
stopped by the silence it held—a sunken living room 
with a thick cream carpet and a wooden bar, a hallway 
beyond it prohibited by the same yellow flagging, 
and something in the hallway, maybe a lamp or a 
sculpture, shrouded with a black plastic bag. 

He heard Anita in the kitchen, banging cabinets 
open and closed and saying, "Fucker. Fucker. Fucker." 

He stepped down into the living room and 
crossed the carpet and broke the yellow banner and 
traveled the hallway to the open door at its end. 

A king-size bed, mussed bedclothes, a wine-red 
hardwood floor, not much blood on it—maybe half 
a cup of coagulated jelly around the left armpit of 
a white outline with up-flung arms and very short 
legs. For some seconds Luntz couldn't take his eyes 
from it. The chalk person had no legs below the 
knees. 

Outside the bedroom lay a garden. Large leaves and 
large dark blossoms nodded at the window. Luntz wiped 
at his mouth with a fist and felt his lips moving. He edged 
sideways out the door, and halfway down the hall he 
turned and hurried to the kitchen. 

Anita stood at the counter, unscrewing the lid of a 
cookie jar. "Come on." Car keys. 


PLAYBOY 2013 / MARCH 83 


"'Get me out of here/' he said. She turned the dead bolt, 
and he followed her out the kitchen door, saying, "This is 
destroying my nerves." She led him into the garden and 
around the side and then to the sedan out front. "I gotta 
say, you have a calm disposition." They got in the car, 
and she was out of there fast but quiet, not quite peeling 
rubber. "Yeah. A calm exterior." They were topping 75 on 
a suburban street. "You're efficient. That's what it is." He 
swiped his forearm across his sweaty face. Under his shirt 
the perspiration poured over his ribs. "Holy Toledo!" he 
said. "Don't you ever get nervous?" 

• 

Jimmy laid the shotgun between them on the seat. 

Anita covered it with her purse, as much of it as she 
could, and lowered the windows for air while Jimmy 
lit up and blew his smoke all over the place. "Damn," 
Jimmy said, "this is a Jaguar. This is yours?" 

"Nothing's mine." 

"This is real wood, isn't it?" He was touching things. 

Suddenly they were downtown, and she felt stupid. 
"I went the wrong way. Everybody in town knows this 
Jag." 

"Find a parking ramp." 

"It's a hundred miles to a parking ramp." 

The Madrona Mall consisted of the Rex Theater 
and the Osco Drug and half a dozen other storefronts, 
a couple of them empty, their plate glass faced with 
plywood. She drove behind the Rex and stopped in the 
alley behind an orange backhoe and a pile of asphalt 
rubble. 

Jimmy said, "Now what? How long till it's dark?" 

"Quit asking. I'm not the sun." 

He lifted his shirttail. "This weapon has to go." 

"It's mine." 

"It's trash. There's a body on it. All it is now," he 
said, "is evidence." He shoved her revolver under his 
seat. 

She leaned across him and felt for it, but he kicked 
it back further out of reach. 

"I want my gun." 

Jimmy sat up and got quite still and said, "When 
you jerked the trigger, he fell straight back. He was on 
his knees." 

The ashtray stank. She closed it. 

"Yeah," he said, "Hank was on his knees." He settled 
back and shut his eyes. 

She turned off the ignition and let her thoughts go 
away. Her head jerked up—she'd nodded off. Jimmy 
sat with his head back, his eyelids down, breathing 
loudly through his open mouth. 

She felt the child moving inside her again, the child 
who was Jimmy. She shut it away, but its cries broke 
through. 

"Jimmy. Jimmy." 

"What?" 

"We're two blocks from the cop shop. Less than 
two." 

He rubbed his eyes and his face with both hands 
and lit a cigarette. "Two what?" 

"Blocks. The police station. If you keep heading 
down the street we were on—there's a white globe 
out front." 

"Well, Anita...I'm sure this is all true." 

"What have you done that's so bad? They'll protect 
you." 

"Who—the cops?" 

"They'll keep you alive, at least." 

"The cops? You want me to shit on this whole thing 
and go to the cops?" 

"Are they any more horrible than these other 
people?" 

"Jesus Christ—the cops? Yes. There's no 
comparison." 

He smoked, looking at his cigarette. 

She closed her eyes and slept. 

• 

To Gambol's thinking, the neighborhood seemed 
exactly like the one around Mary's place, a suburban 
tract staring at a mountain wilderness. He swept his 


gaze into wide plate-glass windows as Juarez took the 
Cadillac slowly along. 

Plenty of pickup trucks, some of them blue, none of 
them Fords. 

The Tall Man had the rear seat to himself. He shifted 
himself to its middle, and Juarez reached up and 
adjusted the mirror to eliminate him from the view. 

Gambol heard the Tall Man's throat work. Maybe he 
was drinking a drink. His hand appeared on the back of 
Juarez's seat. You found yourself looking mostly at his 
hands. 

The Tall Man said, "Up ahead." 

"Oh my, too bad." Juarez took a left, following the 
general direction of two parallel gouges cutting the 
corner of a lawn. "Somebody's driving reckless." 

At the next street, Juarez turned left once more and 
accelerated to the middle of the block. Gambol put his 
hand on the dash as he braked before a house whose 
front door lay wide open. To the side, between the 
house and the fence, sat the blue Ford. 

Gambol shifted his cane and unlatched his door, and 
Juarez said, "Spare yourself. T-Man, will you go and poke 


THE MOOD HAD RISEN HIGH 
AND WAS NO LONGER VISIBLE 
TO GAMBOL THROUGH THE 
CAR’S FRONT WINDOW. NEARLY 
TWO A.M., NEARLY 14 HOURS 
WITHOUT OXYCODONE. AS 
PAIN BURNED OFF THE FOG IN 
HIS THOUGHTS, A DETAIL HE’D 
OVERLOOKED CAME INTO VIEW. 


your head in?" 

The Tall Man stood about five feet eight inches. 
They watched him stride across the lawn. He wore 
a brown business suit and a 1950s fedora tipped far 
forward and yellow old-man shoes, but he moved like 
a man of about middle age. 

Juarez laid his right arm across the seat back, and 
Gambol moved his own arm away and took the head 
of his cane and repositioned it pointlessly. 

"This is a crime scene," Juarez said. 

Gambol noticed the yellow streamer curled on 
the porch, a tattered end of it lifting and collapsing, 
readjusted by the breeze. 

Juarez said, "What do you think?" 

"They changed rides." 

"The garage is right there," Juarez said. "Stupid, 
stupid. They should've stashed the truck. What do 
you think they took? I mean the car." 

"Do I look psychic?" 

"This is a nice neighborhood. They took a nice car." 

The Tall Man returned and opened the Caddy's rear 
door. "Nobody home." He got in and shut the door 
and settled himself and said, "That's a crime scene in 
there." 

"Keep alert." Juarez put it in gear. "We'll take a 
zigzag route. Watch out for a nice car driving stupid." 

The Tall Man said, "Do we have a destination?" 

"Breakfast. Downtown." 

• 

Jimmy Luntz woke with a spasm. He'd fallen asleep 
at the wheel. But there was no wheel. He was a 
passenger. As the day reassembled itself around 
him he wondered if something, maybe the backhoe 
in front of them, had fallen from the sky onto this 
beautiful Jaguar. But it appeared they'd been struck 
from behind. 

Anita said, "Jimmy." 


Juarez stood beside Luntz's window, signaling 
that it should be lowered. 

Gambol flanked Anita's window. He slammed her 
door shut as she tried to open it. She turned the key in 
the ignition, but there was no place to go. 

Luntz moved his hand along the armrest, thinking 
fast but producing no thoughts, and his window came 
down. 

Juarez stooped to put his face in Luntz's. "We 
had a little crash, and I'm sorry. But everything's 
fine. We'll take you exactly where you're going." 

• 

Gambol opened the woman's door. She was looking at 
the shotgun beside her on the seat. 

He watched her right hand. She hesitated, then 
placed her hand on the steering wheel and her foot 
on the pavement and got out of the car. Her feet were 
bare. 

Luntz addressed Juarez: "Is that your Caddy or 
Gambol's?" 

"This one's mine," Juarez said, crossing around 
behind the Caddy to open the back door. "Luntz first." 
Luntz got in the car, and Juarez said, "Our lady in back 
also." The woman obeyed. 

The Tall Man sat at the wheel. By the tilt of his hat 
Gambol guessed he was studying the woman in his 
rearview mirror. 

Gambol slapped at Luntz's window until the Tall 
Man lowered it. He rapped on the trunk lid with his 
cane until he heard its lock unlatch. He hung his cane 
on the sill and leaned down and put a forefinger hard 
against Luntz's left eyeball. "I want your shirt." Luntz 
worked at the buttons, and Gambol took his finger 
away and hauled the shirt from around Luntz and 
went to the Jaguar and wrapped the shotgun in it and 
put the bundle in the trunk. 

Juarez had his hands on the Caddy's windowsill on the 
woman's side. He lowered himself to peer within. "Look at 
those dirty little feet." 

Gambol returned to Luntz's window and extended 
the flat of his palm under Luntz's nose. "My wallet." 
Luntz shifted in his seat and dug at his pants and 
produced the wallet. Gambol gave him two across 
the face with it, back and forth, and then put it in his 
pocket without examination. Luntz sat there with his 
eyes watering, shirtless, chicken-chested. "Luntz. A 
twelve-gauge is not a magic wand. You don't wave it 
around and people just explode." 

Luntz's woman laughed. 

Gambol told her, "I don't like you." 

"That's all right," Juarez said, reaching toward her lap 
to touch her hand, which was a fist, "everybody else in 
the world is very fond of her. And she's going to give you 
the keys to the Jaguar, right, Mr. G? And we'll follow you 
back to Mary's place. And you'll call Mary and tell her 
not to be home and leave the garage door open." 

• 

Luntz squeezed Anita's knee twice, signaling 
something, he didn't know what, while Juarez got into 
the backseat on Anita's other side and looked her up 
and down and said, "Boy." 

The Tall Man drove, following the Jag along the 
avenues. Juarez watched Anita's face as much as the 
view ahead. Anita sat still. Juarez said, "She's slightly 
beyond you, Luntz. Another class of person." 

Luntz said, "I know." 

"What's her name?" 

Luntz said, "Anita." 

"What's her last name?" 

"Desilvera." 

They were on the highway for five minutes before 
turning into another of Madrona's subdivisions. The 
Tall Man drove slowly, his arm out the window and his 
hand urging the Jaguar to continue down the block. 
"The garage is still closed." At the end of the block the 
Tall Man stopped the car behind the Jag and put it in 
park. 

Luntz said, "Fucking Sally. Sally the snitch." He 
hunched his bare shoulders and wrapped himself in 
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his arms. "I should've beaten him to death with the 
shovel. Spade. The spade." 

The Tall Man raised the windows and turned on the 
climate control. 

Juarez said, "Anita." 

"Yes." 

"Your eyes are a little bit tightened up, and I'd like it 
better if you can relax." 

"Okay." 

"Nothing's going to happen to you. This isn't your 
day for that." 

Anita was staring at the back of the Tall Man's hat. 
Luntz squeezed her thigh hard, but she didn't blink. 

She said, "Okay." 

The Tall Man put the car in gear, saying, "There 
she goes," and executed a high-velocity U-turn and 
drove to the middle of the block and into a garage and 
parked beside the Jaguar. 

Gambol got out of the Jag and hit a wall switch, and 
the garage door descended. When its rumbling ended, 
Gambol approached, shifted his cane to his left hand 
and pulled open Luntz's door. 

Juarez said, "Anita. We're going inside here. You 
want to come inside with us?" 

"No." 

Juarez said, "Luntz is coming. Right, Luntz?" as Gambol 
took hold of Luntz's arm. 

Juarez opened his door and said to the Tall Man, 
"Get her inside." 

• 

The Tall Man delayed. The others had moved into 
the house, but the collision point of certain energies 
remained here, in the car, with this woman. 

"These others," he told her, "don't know what they 
are." 

He turned the key to provide power to the windows 
and lowered them all and said, "I'll smoke." 

He twisted toward her in his seat. For a few seconds 
he paused, letting the scent of the others leave the 
interior. He said, "You're beautiful." 

"Thank you." 

He raised his face as his lighter flamed so that 
its glow illuminated him under the hat brim. "It's a 
burden, isn't it?" 

"Yes." 

He held the flame for many seconds. She didn't look 
away. He'd been quite sure she wouldn't. 

"These others," he told her once more, "don't know 
what they are." He trusted she'd understood him the 
first time, but it merited repeating. 

"Will they let Jimmy live?" 

"No. What about you? Do you smoke?" 

She shook her head. 

"I'm going in. Will you come along?" 

"Okay." 

• 

"Sit." Juarez took Anita's arm gently, but she couldn't 
shake him off. "You don't like me touching you," he 
said. He moved the ottoman aside for her, and she sat 
on the couch. He came in close. "It's not about you 
watching. You understand?" 

"No." 

"It's about him," Juarez said, "watching you 
watching." 

Jimmy occupied a dining chair set in the middle of a 
spread of silvery plastic tarp. He wasn't watching her. 

The person called the Tall Man set a similar chair 
in the corner across the living room. He sat down 
and turned on the lamp on the sideboard so that he 
occupied a shadow. 

Gambol snapped his fingers in her face. "Give me 
your belt." 

Anita took her belt off and handed it to him. He knelt 
and looped Jimmy's left ankle to a chair leg and ran 
the belt around the chair's opposite leg, taking up the 
slack, and buckled it, and Anita believed he said, "It's a 
tourniquet—ha-ha," but Anita couldn't hear because 
Jimmy himself was talking. 

"-and this old guy moved in like three places 

down from us," he was saying. "It was a trailer park. I 


think I was twelve. Dude told me he'd pay me twenty 
dollars a day to clean up his trailer before he moved 
in. Trailer park. 'Clean up my trailer, twenty bucks per 
day.' Gave me disinfectant and a bucket and all that 
shit." 

"Shut up," Gambol said. He stood. He handed 
Juarez a box cutter and said, "There's some bungees in 
the garage." He went out through the kitchen. 

Holding the box cutter, Juarez put his hands in the 
pockets of his slacks, standing with the sharp toes of 
his boots at the outer edge of the tarpaulin, looking 
at Jimmy. 

"Took me four and a half eight-hour days to get 
it clean. There was crap everywhere. There was dirt 
underneath the dirt. I washed the floors like three 
times, and after that I had to scrape with a putty knife. 

I really washed that place down. Got all the clutter out 
of the yard, raked up all the little sticks into a pile. Then 
I had to dig stuff out of the dirt with my fingers, broken 
bits of plastic, who knows what it was. Stuff gets broken. 
Plastic stuff. Got all of it in the back of his pickup, had 
a different brand of tire on every wheel. Hosed down 
the little strip of asphalt in the front. Scattered seed, 
man, for the lawn. Took me four and a half days to get 
it like new. Never worked that hard before or since. And 
at the end of this he explained the whole thing to me 
carefully." 

Gambol came in through the kitchen and stood by 
the counter with a tangle of bungee cords dangling 
from his hand. 

"This dude, I'd say he was sixty maybe. Drawing 
disability, periodic drunk, family gone, you know what 
I mean. He was just your typical solitary human wreck. 
And he says, 'I've got ninety dollars for you. You sure 
earned it, and I've got it. Or you can have this lottery 
ticket.' Out it comes. Yeah, big old card in the palm of 
his hand. 'This ticket,' he says, 'cost a dollar fifty. So if 
I pay you the ninety, you could find somebody to buy 
you sixty tickets just like it. Or you can take this one. 
Just this one.' Yeah. That's right. Yeah. So I took it." 

Juarez said, "You think I don't know why you're 
telling me this?" 

"I don't know. Maybe you do and maybe you don't." 

Juarez ceased jiggling his hands in his pockets. "I 
don't have to ask if it hit." 

Nothing from Jimmy. 

"Fuck you. You lost." 

Over in his corner, the Tall Man coughed. Or 
laughed. 

• 

It occurred to Luntz the era of Quiet Jimmy had ended. 
Words had worn his throat raw. "I just want you to 
know who you're killing." 

"I didn't say I'm killing you," Juarez told him. 

"What's happening is I'm about to cut off your balls. If 
you die of it, that's your personal decision." 

He dragged the ottoman to the tarp, lifting its legs 
a little to get it over the plastic's edge, and sat down 
facing Luntz, their knees nearly touching. 

Gambol raised his bungees and began extricating a 
cord from the tangle. 

"This is so depressing," Luntz said. 

"Gambol, did you hear that? Luntz is getting 
depressed." 

"I mean it. What's depressing is this two point five 
million dollars I'll never get to spend." 

"Wolf tickets." 

"Actually, it's not so depressing. Either way—I win." 

"The fuck you do. Watching your balls get eaten 
isn't exactly winning. Very closely similar to losing, 
that's my opinion." 

"Watching you fuck up a chance at millions of 
dollars makes it all okay," Luntz said. 

"He's bullshit," Gambol said. 

"Fine all around," Luntz said, unbuttoning his 
farmer denims. "Where's your knife and fork, 
asshole?" He opened his pants and pulled the elastic 
of his shorts under his testicles. 

Juarez said, "Gambol, do you see this?" 

"Yeah." 


No Body move 

"He just got out his equipment." 

"Let's eat," Gambol said. 

Juarez drew his head back and regarded Luntz as if 
through a bad pair of glasses. "You're a poker player." 

Luntz said, "Wait a minute." 

Juarez leaned in close. "What just happened to your 
eyes?" 

"I made a mistake. It's two point three. Not two 
point five. Two point three." 

Juarez stared very carefully into Luntz's eyes. "I 
gotta admit," he said, but it took him a long minute to 
admit anything, "your pupils are normal." 

"Two point three million dollars. That's what it's 
gonna cost you to—you know. Your famous act." 

"I have to get your face away from me." Juarez rose 
and went to the kitchen and sat at the table by the 
window. Gambol and the Tall Man stayed quiet, and 
Luntz, so as not to look at Anita, closed his eyes and 
sat holding perhaps for the last time his manhood in 
one hand. 

After two minutes Juarez stood, turned and 
resumed the ottoman facing Luntz. "Do you know why 
you're not dead?" 

Luntz said nothing, because he didn't know the 
answer. 

"Because you called me 'asshole.' That was the touch. 
That was the touch right there." 

As Luntz made a slight motion, Juarez said, "But don't 
put your balls away yet. Somebody has to draw me a 
map to the treasure." 

Luntz looked at Anita. 

Her eyes raced around the room as if a mob were 
tearing her clothes off. "I still want my half." 

• 

Mary looked smart today—gray skirt, spiked heels, 
tight white blouse. Not, Gambol hoped, for the benefit 
of Juarez. You can't blame a woman for looking good. 

She asked for a cell phone with a restricted ID. 
Juarez handed her his. 

She signaled for silence, though the others were 
silent already—Gambol himself, Juarez standing over 
Luntz, Luntz's woman shrunken into the couch, the Tall 
Man against the wall. 

She sat on the ottoman, put a cigarette in her lips, 
set her purse aside and crossed her legs. She punched 
the buttons while holding her lighter in her hand. 

"This is Louise. I'm the sub today.... No, Kilene can't 
make it. I just thought I'd check in with you. How's he 
doing?... Any special instructions? They said he doesn't 
need to be lifted—is that right?" She lit her cigarette 
and smoked awhile. "Okay, dumb question—when am I 
supposed to be there?... Damn"—she leaned backward 
to see the kitchen's wall clock—"I'll be about fifteen 
minutes late. You go ahead and leave—he can go fifteen 
minutes on his own, right?" She took the phone to the 
kitchen counter. "Listen, I want to check in with the 
agency, but I'm in the car—have you got the number 
handy? And what's the patient's full name?" 

She made a note on a pad on the counter and 
came back to the ottoman, punching buttons. 

"This is Eloise Tanneau. I'm Judge Tanneau's 
niece. I'm looking after him tonight, so can we skip 
the night nurse? And he may be coming home with 
me a few days.... Probably next Wednesday. I'll call 
first thing tomorrow and let you know for sure." 

She closed the phone and put out her cigarette and 
crossed her legs and clasped both hands around her 
knee, leaning forward. "Phew!" 

Juarez said, "I should've never divorced you." 

"Yeah? I divorced you." 

Gambol watched all this. 

Juarez went into a corner with the Tall Man and 
spoke to him, looking only at the Tall Man's yellow 
shoes. Gambol heard him say, "Jag-you-are." 

He came back to Gambol and said, "I want the Jag," 
and Gambol turned over the keys. 

Juarez pointed to the Tall Man, pointed to Luntz's 
woman. "Take him. Take her. Mary goes to the 
movies." He lifted the sharp toe of his boot and rested 
(To be continued on page 98) 
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Summer in the Philippines is the perfect 
beach weather; warm and humid during 
the day, breezy and relaxing at night. 
Summertime in the country is the perfect 
time to shun those whitening products 
most Filipinos seem to have a fondness 
for and embrace the bronze-hued skin 
that God blessed us with. However, care 
must be taken in achieving that perfect 
tan. Too much time in the sun and you 
could find yourself in the emergency 
room suffering from heat stroke. Too little 
and you would look undercooked, as if 
you had just spent the day toiling under 
the heat of the sun and not lolling about 
in the beach. 


"You're not going to get around the fact 
that so many great activities, from being 
on a boat to hanging out on the beach, 
happen in the sun," said New York-based 
dermatologist and author of Skin Rules: 
Trade Secrets From a Top New York 
Dermatologist , Dr. Debra Jaliman. No 
truer words were spoken to evoke the 
essence of summer and the introduction 
of another Bronze Age in the Philippines. 
To help you get that perfect summer tan, 
Jaliman has a few pointers to help you get 
started and navigate the world of tanners, 
bronzers, and UV protection. 


PLAYBOY 2013 / JANUARY - FEBRUARY 86 







Hydrate! 
Drink loads 
of water, 
especially if 
you're downing 
dark and stormies. 


HERE ARE 
HER TIPS FOR 
HEALTHY 
TANNING. 


Wear sunscreen to 
stave off signs of aging 
such as fine lines and 
dark spots. "Listen, if 
you want the best tan of 
your life, wear 30 SPF," says 
the good doctor. "It won't 
block out all the sun. You'll 
get better color because you 
won't burn and peel, and 
the color will last a longer." 

If you have fair skin, go with 
something stronger than 30. 


Look for sunscreens 
with physical blockers 
such as zinc oxide 
or titanium dioxide to 
screen out UVB and UVA rays 
that make you look old. 


Don't 
forget the 
feet, the 
tops of ears, 
ankles - all 
that often 






Remember 
to reapply. 
Water- 
resistant 
sunscreen can stay 
on in the water for 
up to 80 minutes, 
says Jaliman, but 
toweling dry will 
rub it off. 



Protect 
your eyes 
with UV 
400 shades. 
"Don't buy cheap 
sunglasses," Jaliman 
adds. 



What's 
more fun 
than kissing 
a beautiful 
woman on the 
beach? Smooth 
your lips with a UV 
protector. The lips 
are more fragile 
than you think. 


If you need more 
inspiration, 
begin with 
these startling 
photographs of 
women of the 
new Bronze Age. 
Then go ahead , 
catch some rays. 
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L ike it or not, 
everyday is 
a road rage 
in Metro 

Manila. We may be 
known as the most 
hospitable people in 
the world but we're 
probably the exact 
opposite on the 
Streets. Buses staying out of 
their lanes. Jeepneys picking 
up passengers in the middle of 
the road. Motorcyclists swerving 
carelessly to get ahead. And, 
soon enough, private vehicle 
drivers get caught up in the 
rage and, in order to survive the 
road jungle, they do not budge 
against these errant road hogs. 

But there are the few who 
choose to become respected 
men on the road especially 
when a lady is in the passenger 
seat. Road etiquette is the thing 
here and drivers who follow 
these rules are the ones we'd 
like to call genuine Playboys on 
the road. 

Yes, gentlemen, the term 
'Basta Driver, Sweet Lover', 
has to be earned. This issue 
prepares you on how to ensure 
you of your Playboy status 
on the road. Below is a list 
containing tips on how you 
should prepare your car for 
everyday use or to impress your 
date and how to control yourself 
and handle the street's rules 
once you hit the road. 


PREPPING 


THE 


PLAyeoy 


s 


CAR 


m 


• TAKE OUT THE 
UNWANTED. Do not leave 
unattractive items inside 
your car. Whether if it's your 
wet basketball jersey, some 
scattered papers, or even 
an empty coffee cup. If you 
really can't let go of certain 
items, temporarily hide them 
in your trunk. 


GAS UP. You wouldn't 
want to make a gas station 
a detour during a date. That 
slightly ruins the momentum. 

MONEY IN YOUR 
WALLET. It will be shameful 
if you borrow spare change 
from your date when paying 
for parking or worse, highway 
tolls. Big bills are no excuse. 


07J 


GROOM IT. Remember, 
your car is part of your attire. 
Before a special day, make 
sure that it's washed and 
vacuumed. Buy a calm scent, 
preferably the smell of apples 
or pine trees. 


HANDY BOY SCOUT. 

The spare tire and other tools 
should be mandatory, but 
take time to learn how to 
actually use them. If you can 
show that you can handle car 
troubles without frowning, 
those are definite plus points. 


m 


m 


MASTER THE CLOCK. 

If you're used to being 
punctual, you should master 
the Manila traffic. But on 
a night-out, you should 
expect a 10 to 20 minute 
wait for your date. Just make 
sure to arrive on time. For 
Smartphone users, don't 
forget to download the 
MMDA application. It sure 


m 


KNOW THE METRO. 

It's a big bonus if you know 
several alternate routes 
going to your destination. 
Buying a GPS or utilizing your 
Smartphone's GPS would help. 

DEFENSE TOOLS. 

Especially for older vehicles, 
you'll have to upgrade 
your defenses. Buy an extra 
steering wheel lock. The best 
ones can even be used as a 
bat. 

MAINTENANCE IS THE 
KEY. Be faithful in doing 
regular checkups for your 
vehicle, especially mandatory 
oil changes. Don't allow 
breakdowns, defective brakes, 
loss of air conditioning, 
overheating, and smoke 
belching to happen. Major 
turn-offs. 

INSURANCE. You know 
those public utility drivers 
can't" pay for their faults. 

If your car is insured, you 
can confidently veer away 
from a collision. All you have 
to do is take pictures of the 
other vehicle's plate number, 
the driver's license and make 
them write down a signed 
statement and off you go. 


A true Playboy knocks and 
rings doorbells. 


No. 11 

FETCH HER FROM THE DOOR. 
Don't just sit, send a text, and 
wait in your car. A true Playboy 
knocks and rings doorbells. Greet 
her then invite her into your car. 

It shows you care on being on a 
date rather than treating it like a 
hanging out thing. 

No. 12 

DON'T GIVE TOKENS INSIDE 
THE CAR. 

To make it simple, let's just say 
that it's less romantic rather than 
if you present your flowers and 
chocolates when you fetch her 
from her door or when you bring 
her to her door after the date. 
Giving her a token inside the 
vehicle only projects less effort and 
confidence from your part. 

No. 13 

OPEN THE DOOR. 

This is basic, but only a few remain 
consistent. Always open the car 
door for your lady because these 
simple things make her feel like a 
princess. Race in front of her a bit 
if you have to. 

No. 14 

KEEP THE CONVERSATION 
GOING. 

The date already starts in your 
vehicle. Especially in heavy traffic, 
you have to keep her entertained. 
Sometimes it's actually good if 
you have topics already in mind 
to talk about versus trying hard to 
be spontaneous which sometimes 
lead to getting stumped. 
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No. 15 

MUSIC. 

Don't do radio. Take time creating 
a playlist in your mp3 CD or 
connectable mp3 player that is 
appropriate for the occasion. Old 
light rock songs for dinner dates, 
House mixes for late night parties 
and modern pop music when going 
out of town. Choose the right 
volume that will still let you converse 
properly. 

No. 16 

AVOID BIG VEHICLES. 

Those large buses and soft drink 
delivery trucks can really make 
your date uncomfortable. Separate 
yourself from these large vehicles 
especially in slow traffic. 


No. 17 



No. 18 


DON'T COMPLAIN. 

There are many things in our streets 
that we definitely hate but are 
unfortunately unavoidable. There are 
the impolite PUVs, the heavy traffic, 
beggars, and garbage. But the 
Playboy Man projects his coolness 
by keeping his negative opinions to 
himself. 


AVOID UNDESIRABLE 


SURROUNDINGS. 

Sure you know your way around 
the metro, but make sure you're still 
passing through good roads. Avoid 
passing through damaged lanes 
fend informal settlers. Not only these 
make your date uncomfortable, you 
might also appear too desperate in 
finding shortcuts. 


No. 19 

DON'TTALK ABOUT YOUR 
"SUPERIOR"CAR AND 
DRIVING. 

Your date is not someone you should 
do too much car talk on. It could 
even get worse if you boast how 
"pogi" your car and how good your 
skills are. If you're pretty good, let 
the driving speak for itself. 


No. 20 

DON'T APPEAR TOO 
CONSCIOUS. 



NEVER A SHOW-OFF 


No. 22 

PARK BACKWARDS. 

Parking backwards caps off how 
well you mastered your car. This also 
allows an easy exit from the parking 
area after your date. 


No. 23 


FIND THE BEST PARKING SPOT. 
When you're in a date, don't be 
a boy and just look for that open 
space at the back just to get it done 
with. Take time looking for a spot 
near enough and convenient enough 
for your lady. This is especially 
applicable when the sun is up on an 
open parking lot. Find a shaded area 
to avoid that scorched leather feeling 
when you come back. 

No. 24 


No. 25 


DO NOT FORCE HERTO 
"DRIVE-INS". 

Your date is special. So don't end 
the night in a motel room just 
because it's near and convenient or 
else you will make her feel cheap. 
If either of your pads is unavailable, 
then control yourself and wait for a 
better opportunity. 


REFRAIN FROM PHYSICAL 
INTIMACY. 

The ride home can get pretty steamy 
for both. But remember, your 
attention is already divided. Let your 
words play around instead and wait 
for the action in the bedroom. 


DONT 

RETURN 

THE 

HIGH 

BEAM 


No. 


No. 




No. 


Sometimes, men have the tendency 
to make their driving perfect to 
impress his date to the point that 
he's sitting up and glancing too 
much on the mirrors. Before going 
on the date, make sure your seat's 
setting fits you perfectly so you can 
sit back and simply roll your eyes to 
look at the side mirrors. 


NO REVVING WHILE ON NEUTRAL. 
Sporting that big booming muffler? Showing 
off that cool shift technique? Well, you 
shouldn't be playing around in the first place. 
Your date might not be a car enthusiast so she 
won't appreciate it anyway. 


DON'T GO TO THE EXTREME. 

If you know how to drag, zigzag, and drift, 
there's a right place to continuously hone those 
skills: The Racetrack. Not only that she will find 
you a trying-hard to be cool, you'll scare her too. 


No. 

DON'T RETURN THE 
HIGH BEAM. 

know, some drivers can be so inconsiderate 
using their high beams even when they 
there's an incoming vehicle. This could get 
very irritating. But we suggest controlling your 
emotions and just ignore the bastard. 


No. 21 

USE THEVALET WHEN 
AVAILABLE. 

Especially if you are bringing her to 
a nice restaurant in a hotel, project 
a "swabe" image by not hesitating 
to pull up in front of the valet 
attendants. She prepared to look 
her best for your date and taking 
the front entrance escorted by you 
is one of the highlights after that 
preparation. 


DON'T OVEREXAGGERATE 
YOUR CAR'S LOOKS. 

The Fast and Furious era has 
passed. Society sees no more 
need for any unnecessary 
accessories and modifications. 
The worst cases even sport 
multiple decals and stickers 
which totally ruin the innocence 
of the machines. Show your 
maturity by keeping your car as 
it is. Should you really desire it, 
some sporty mag wheels and an 
upgraded sound system should 
be more than enough. 

No. 

DO NOT PLAY IT LOUD. 
Trying to catch attention from 
passers-by? Not cool. Not only 
will this turn your lady off, it also 
limits your chances of talking. 


PHOTO SOURCE: www.sonypictures.com/movies/50firstdates/ 
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No. 31 

S£M57 

No. 36 

WHEN YOU GET FLAGGED 

DON'T "ATTACK" AN OFFICER. 

DOWN, PULL DOWN. 

We all still remember that Carabuena 

Step 1: Do not drive off. This will 

incident right? Well, attacking already 

only project how disrespectful you 

includes verbal abuse. As mentioned 

are of our men in uniform. Step 2: 

above, if you can show the officer how 

Do not panic. There's a reason why 

good a citizen you are, he will also be 

got called. Know your violation so it 

good to you. 

won't happen again in the future. 

No. 

DON'T USETHE PHONE AND 

No. 

MAKE SURE YOU'RE 

DRIVE. 

LEGALLY DRIVING. 

Not only is it now against the law 

When you get pulled over, the first 

(both texting and calling), this would 

thing an officer says is the ever- 

make her feel that your attention is 

famous, "License and Registration, 

somewhere else apart from her and 

please." Your license is your most 

your driving. 

basic defensive tool if you get pulled 


over. So make sure that you're 

No. 

renewing it every three years. 

DO NOT LITTER. 

No. 

If you have trash to throw, temporarily 
place under your seat or the side 

MAKE SURE YOUR 

compartments. Do not add garbage 

CAR IS LEGAL. 

to our polluted streets. Do not turn 

As mentioned above, your car has 

your girl off by showing that you're an 

to be religiously registered too. 

A-hole. 

You don't want your car to get 


impounded while on a date. 

No. 

No. 

ALLOW THE PEDESTRIANS TO 

CROSS. 

DON'T EVEN BEAT 

Of course, the first thing to do is not 

THE YELLOW LIGHT. 

to block pedestrian lanes. Second, 

We assume that you have that you 

pedestrians will eventually have 

have already mastered the traffic 

to cross. So don't get jealous and 

and the clock (tip#4). That extra 

"nudge" them just because they're 

acceleration is immature and will 

moving and you're not. 

put you and your date at risk for an 


accident. 

No. 

No. 

WEAR YOUR SEATBELT. 

Safety first. Also, allow yourself to 

DON'T BRIBE. 

lock-in the seatbelt for your lady. This 

Especially if you know you're 

simply shows that your concern 

busted, don't offer to slip in cash. 

for her. 

Negotiate courteously whether you 


think the officer is wrong or right. 

No. 

Sometimes officers will even let 

CONTROL YOUR WORDS. 

you go if you can make them feel 

When a collision seems imminent, 

how sorry you are and that you've 

control of what you are going to 

already learned your lessons. A 

say in front of your lady. The best 

major turn on if you can successfully 

reaction for nearing collisions is either 

pull one off just through speaking. 

"whoops" or just silence. 


MORE ON 
ETIQUETTES 


No. 42 

STAY IN YOUR LANE. 

You don't want to get caught swerving. You 
don't want to appear to be zigzagging. 

No. 43 

USE THE PROPER SIGNALS. 

If you should switch lanes, do it politely with the 
proper signals activated. If you're pulling over to 
let someone off on the side of the road, press the 
hazard button way ahead of time. 

No. 44 

AVOID BUS LANES AND 
MOTORCYCLE LANES. 

Traffic discrimination was mainly created to avoid 
more accidents. They're for them, so let them be. 

No. 45 

REFRAIN FROM EXCESSIVE HONKING. 

If a PUV abruptly stops in front of you or another 
car forgot to move, there's no need for excessive 
honking just to stress that you're pissed. One or 
two honks would deliver the message. 

No. 46 

KEEP YOUR COOL DURING COLLISIONS. 

It doesn't matter if you're the victim. Show 
your date that you can move under pressure by 
handling the situation like a pro. As described in 
item #10, car insurance will save you. 

No. 47 

RESCHEDULE SETTLEMENTS. 

Should accidents be minor, it is best to just 
exchange contact details, license plates and ID 
details. Don't let this ruin your date. Remember, 
the lady is still expecting to be treated for the 
night. 

No. 48 

AVOID TAILGATING. 

Filipinos have the tendency to stick real close 
to vehicles in front. Set an amenable distance 
between you and the car ahead and you'll avoid 
accidents if the vehicle in front suddenly stops. 

No. 49 

GIVE WAY TO THE RIGHT OF WAY. 

When entering an intersection, remember that 
you have to be lenient to those going straight. 
Look right or left and make sure a path is clear 
before crossing. 

No. 50 

DON'T SMOKE NOR DRINK ANY 
BEVERAGE. 

Drinking and driving is a big NO-NO to the law. 
But smoking or drinking a beverage while moving 
will divide your attention even more. 
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THIS CONCLUDES THE 50 MOST ESSENTIAL TIPS ON HOW TO 
BECOME A PLAYBOY ON THE ROAD. SO, REMEMBER TO ALWAYS 
STAY COOL, WITH OR WITHOUT A DATE. 






STAY COOL THIS 

SUMMER 

WORDS BY LAUREN ACURANTES 


» WELLNESS 


PLAY 

GROUND 




A FEW REMINDERS TO BEAT THE 
BLISTERING SUMMER HEAT IN MANILA 


KEEP HYDRATED. 


And we can't say this often 
enough. Take the number of 
glasses of water that you consume 
regularly and increase that to 
about double. That's the amount 
of water you'll need to remain 
hydrated fresh all throughout the 
summer months. Try to avoid hot 
beverages and other caffeinated 
drinks as well, since these could 
dehydrate you easily. Another 
quick tip: fill a small spray bottle 
with water (or spring for one of 
those fancy mineral water sprays) 
and keep it in the fridge. Anytime 
things get a little too hot, spritz 
some on your wrists to quickly 
cool down your temperature and 
spray where ever else you feel 
necessary. 


USE YOUR 
IMAGINATION. 


This one is probably more for the 
creative types. Psychology experts 
suggest that thinking of things 
associated with cold climates like 
snow, ice, the winter chill, can aid 
you in feeling cold. In other words, 
distract yourself with thoughts of 
colder things. If simply imagining 
isn't working, turn on the A/C 
and the fan at the same time. 

Stand there for a good couple 
of minutes and imagine yourself 
snowboarding in the slopes of 
whichever country you plan on 
visiting to do this. If you have a 
ceiling fan, make sure it is running 
counter-clockwise - running it 
clockwise will only give you hot air 
of the literal kind. 




I AKL THE NUMBER 
)F GLASSES OF WATER 
THAT YOU CONSUME 
REGULARLY AND 
INCREASE THAT TO 
ABOUT DOUBLE. 
THAT'S THE AMOUNT 
OF WATER YOU'LL 
NEED TO REMAIN 
HYDRATED FRESH ALL 
THROUGHOUT THE 
SUMMER MONTHS. 


EAT LIGHT. 
WEAR LIGHT. 


While that bowl of piping hot 
kare-kare and that plate of 
lechon kawali look enticing to 
dig into, we suggest laying off 
the hot soups and the greasy, 
fatty foods during the summer. 
If you must absolutely eat these 
dishes, consume it in a colder 
environment to help regulate 
your temperature. But if you 
can resist, opt for lighter fare 
like salads and fresh fruits. Not 
filling enough? Hit the outdoor 
grill then and barbecue that slab 
of meat. Not only is it healthier, 
it also takes the heat out of the 
kitchen. Don't forget to wear 
light-colored clothing when 
you're grilling. Darker-hued 
shirts tend to retain the heat of 
the sun, which isn't going to be 
of any help to you at all. 
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DRESSED 
TO A TEE 


2013 started off 
as unusually cold 
and, as all of us 
are well aware 
of how hot our 
own country can 
get, the dip in 
temperature to a 
nippy 26 degrees 
Celsius was very 
much welcomed 
and enjoyed. But 
that sort of climate 
really doesn't last, 
and the summer is 
upon once more, 
and if past seasons 
are any indicator, 
it'll be here with 
a vengeance. 


So, there are a few things to keep in 
mind, and I'd like to start with what 
would be a staple garment in a man's 
wardrobe here in the Philippines - a 
good pair of shorts. 

What I noticed in the last couple of 
years is that most men started off with a 
pair that hemmed around the knee, and 
suddenly the cuffed shorts was the only 
pair to wear. Soon the challenge was 
how much cuffing and how high can you 
go. Then the fit started going slimmer 
and slimmer. Suddenly dudes were 
squeezing into tiny swatches of cloth. 

No morel, I say. Certain folks can 
get away with that sort of thing, but for 
you and me, let's keep the correct fit at 
the waist and the hem at knee length. 
There's always room to experiment from 
there, but start out with that and work 




mm 
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The versatile tee (hanes.com). 

To perfect the James Dean 
look, go small and pair it with a 
windbreaker. 


Don't wear this V-neck (calvinklein. 
com) as an undershirt. Instead, pair 
it with khakis or cuffed jeans. 




Getting 
comfortable 
would be the 
ideal at the 
beach and the 
white tee shirt 
would be the 
top to wear in 
mind. I think 
a good buy to 
start with would 
be the Fruit 
of the Loom 
3-pack round 
neck, since you 
can pick them 
up at a lot of 
imported goods 
shops like, say 
Cash 'n Carry. 
They fit well, 
they're 100% 
cotton, which 
really can't go 
wrong with 
white tees. 


GETTING COMFORTABLE WOULD BE Tift IDEAL 
AT THE BEACH AND THE WHITE TEE-SHIRT 
WOULD BE THE TOP TO WEAR IN MIND. 

W 


A modern marvel, this crew-neck 
tee (underarmour.com) uses 
anti-odor technology to keep you 
smelling fresher longer. 


J. Crew and Homespun Knitwear 
collaborated on this henley (jcrew. 
com). With its vintage vibe, it's 
okay it isn't blizzard white. 
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HOPEFULLY THESE LITTLE BITS 
HERE HAVE HELPED YOU OUT 
OR HAVE MADE YOU THINK 
TWICE ABOUT WHAT THE 
SUMMER WILL BE LIKE AND 
HOW YOU'LL BE DECKED OUT. 
SO GET OUT IN THE SUN AND 
v HAVE A GOOD ONE. 


your way from there in terms of 
color and print. 

The beach is definitely 
something in mind over the 
summer, and I'll have to bring 
up the fact that sunblock is 
an important thing. It's not just 
to keep you from looking like 
you came from the beach, but 
it's also to make sure that your 
skin doesn't end up looking 
like beef jerky. With the way 
the sun and heat work on 
human skin, moisture is your 
best friend and this is where 


sunblock comes in. Rather 
than having to go through the 
trouble of buying moisturizers, 
just put on sunblock lotion on 
to keep the sun from drying 
you out. 

Another form of protection 
that most men neglect is 
lip balm. There are a slew 
of products out there, but 
I happen to really like the 
Carmex stick. It's got a sun 
protection factor, the Cherry 
flavor happens to taste 
awesome, and it leaves this 


tingly feeling when you put it 
on. That tingle also happens to 
jump onto other parts of the 
body that your lips may come 
into contact with. (Just saying.) 

Getting comfortable would 
be the ideal at the beach and 
the white tee shirt would be 
the top to wear in mind. I think 
a good buy to start with would 
be the Fruit of the Loom 3-pack 
round neck, since you can pick 
them up at a lot of imported 
goods shops like, say Cash 'n 
Carry. They fit well, they're 


» GROOMING 


PHOTO SOURCE: www.persol.com 


100% cotton, which really 
can't go wrong with white tees. 
If you want alternatives, Muji 
sells a pack of two tees, but the 
price jumps up significantly at 
that point. Other places that 
stock some well-fitting shirts 
are Bench and Uniqlo. 

Finally, we need something 
to keep the sun out of your 
eyes. Finding a good pair of 
shades seems to come into 
two kinds here: the Aviator 
and the Wayfarer frames. 
Nothing wrong with that. And 
Ray-Ban has been making them 
for a long time, so why fix 
something that isn't broken? 
Also, they make both frames 
in folding models, so you can 
pack them away into nifty 
little packages. If you have a 


pair of these already and want 
to take a look at other styles, 
Persol would be a great place 
to start. Think of them as the 
Italian counterpart of Ray-Ban, 
they've been around for almost 
100 years. If you've been doing 
shades for that long and still 
sell, then it should be pretty 
damn good, don't you think? 
Famous folk that wear Persol 
include Anthony Bourdain and 
all-around swagger master, the 
late Steve McQueen. 


WE NEED SOMETHING TO KEEP THE SUN OUT OF 
YOUR EYES. FINDING A GOOD PAIR OF SHADES SEEMS TO 
COME INTO TWO KINDS HERE: 

THE AVIATOR AND THE WAYFARER FRAMES. 
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» FOOD & BEVERAGE / ESTABLISHMENT 


Island Taste 


WORDS BY SKY AISURU / PHOTOS BY JEFF INFANTE 


Calypso's Blush 

You will definitely 
sweep her off her 
feet with this drink. 
Calypso's Blush is a 
mix of orange juice, 
fresh lychees and a 
shot of vodka. 

A must try! 


Itching to go 
the beach 
just to get 
the taste of 
some island 
food? You 
don't have 
to go a long 
way from 
home to 
taste some 
of your 
favorite 
Caribbean 
dishes and 
drinks. 

Here's why. 


Try the island escape in Chololo's Island Grill located at Unit 10, Greenhills Town Center, #2 Granada Street, Barangay Valencia, Q.C. 


ISLAND FLATBREAD 

Baked on thin and crispy 
crust with tomato-basil sauce, 
parmesan and mozzarella 
cheeses, sliced tomatoes and 
fresh basil with a choice of 
grilled chicken or shrimp on top, 
this appetizing dish will just take 
you to your favorite beach. 


KABOOM! 

Yes, your favorite 
green chili, stuffed 
with cheese and beef, 
breaded and fried 
into a perfect crunch 
then served with hot 
salsa and some island 
guava dip. 


Rocket Room 

Rocket Room is the 
newest establishment 
dedicated to good food, 
amazing music, and 
hipsters. 

Located at The Fort, the 
place is synonymous to the 
high end feel of High Street 
Central complemented with 
its retro ambiance from 
the floor tiles to the lava 
lamps found around the 
place. With more than 20 
cocktail mixes at the bar 
and a slew of international 
DJs that invite you to either 
relax through the night or 
to celebrate the weekend, 
it has definitely joined the 
file of A-list bars in Mega 
Manila. 
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» LEISURE 


PLAY 

GROUND 



ONE 
OF THE 
GREATEST 
PERKS OF 
LIVING 
IN A 
TROPICAL 
COUNTRY 

IS OUR ENDLESS 
ACCESS TO 
WATER-ORIENTED 
ACTIVITIES. 


IF YOU'RE 
CONSIDERING 
TRYING IT OUT, THE 
NEAREST CABLE 
PARK FROM METRO 
MANILA IS JUST IN 
NUVALI LAGUNA, AN 
HOUR OR SO ON THE 
EXPRESSWAY AND 
YOU'RE THERE. 



H ere in the Philippines, 
we enjoy year round 
beach trips, lakes and 
the like. Because of 
this, service providers of these 
activities have been enjoying a 
steady growth. Among these 
activities that are slowly becoming 
more popular is wakeboarding. 
Wakeboarding began with the 
simple use of speed boats, where 
boarders were simply towed 
around lakes. This restricted play 
to single persons at a time. As 
technology progressed, speed 
boats were discarded and the 
cable parks of today were born. 
Inevitably these parks made 
the sport more affordable and 
accessible to people thus the 
boom in the sport's popularity. 

As a sport, wakeboarding provides 
a full body workout without the 
quirks of going to a gym. Most 

AS A SPORT, WAKEBOARDING 
PROVIDES A FULL BODY WORKOUT 
WITHOUT THE QUIRKS OF GOING 
TO A GYM. 



people who wakeboard don't 
even know they are receiving a 
workout. To most, it's just a fun 
activity to do on weekends. 

If you're considering trying it 
out, the nearest cable park from 
Metro Manila is just in Nuvali 
Laguna, an hour or so on the 
expressway and you're there. They 
have very costumer-friendly rates 
which range from your hourly 
rate at only PhP250 to daily rates 
to even yearly rates for those 
who've developed an addiction. 

As for equipment, beginners need 
not worry since they do provide 
beginner boards that allow you 
to grasp the basics of the sport. 
Want to get more serious without 
investing in your own gear? Well, 
they also provide various renting 
options that should cover you for 
quite some time. 

Among the many growing water 
activities/ extreme sports in the 
country, wakeboarding is easily 
the most accessible to people in 
the Metro. It's quite affordable 
and actually beginner-friendly. 


For any and all inquiries or question simply visit http://republ1 cwakepark.com 
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NOBODY... 

Continued from page 85 
it on the chair between Luntz's legs. "Leave this 
customer with me." 

Mary said, "I just saw the fucking movie. Twice." 

Juarez said, "Stay away for one hour. Keep your 
phone on." 

Mary touched the back of Gambol's hand with all 
four fingers. "See you later." 

Juarez observed the gesture. "See," Juarez said 
angrily, "this is what I like about people. People 
surprise you." 

• 

Luntz counted himself still in the game—his pants still 
open but his balls back inside his shorts. But alone 
with Juarez, and Juarez holding an automatic pistol. 

"Gambol won't like it if you're the one who smokes 
me." 

"I'll like it." 

"I'm just saying—you know. Friends like to do things 
together." 

"I want his Cadillac. It isn't your property. Give me 
the keys." 

"The keys are in it. Sort of. More like sitting on the 
roof of it." 

"Where's it parked?" 

"About three miles off the main highway. Then way 
up there. Up the Feather River." 

"You piece of shit. Let's go." 

"Now?" 

Juarez sighed. 

"Unbuckle my leg." 

"Unbuckle your own leg." 

Luntz managed the belt, but he didn't feel capable 
of standing. "What are we doing?" 

"We'll drive there, and we'll get his car." 

"And then what?" 

"Then I'll present it to him. When he gets back from 
what he's doing." 

"And your car's gonna be—where? Where his car 
is now?" 

"Yeah." 

"I don't understand." 

"That's because you exist," Juarez said, "at the level 
of a lizard. Gambol will understand the gesture." 

They stood side by side as the door thundered 
and the last of the day's light filled the garage. 
Juarez nudged him into the passenger's side with 
the point of his gun. "Ladies first." He lifted his 
shirt and holstered the pistol. "Remember who has 
the power." 

While Juarez moved to the driver's side and opened 
the door, Luntz felt around beneath the seat. Juarez got 
in, saying, "This is a test-drive. I'm considering a Jag-you- 
are." As he reached his hand toward the ignition, Luntz 
put Anita's gun to his neck. 

• 

The Tall Man removed his hat and set it beside him 
and turned almost fully toward Anita in the backseat. 
He counted four seconds before she looked away. He 
said, "What? I thought you said something," because 
he wanted her to. 

"Excuse me?" 

"What sort of car does this judge drive?" 

"It's in the garage." 

"I realize. But what kind is it?" 

"A Cadillac." 

"Like this one." 

"But it's black." 

The house belonged in New England—stone 
walls and dark vines of ivy, a big entry with stained 
glass on either side of the door. Gambol had been 
standing at the door a long time. 

"This man is very slow answering. You said he's in a 
wheelchair, correct?" 

"I didn't say that." 

"No. You're right. Mary said it." 

The day was warm, and they had the Cadillac 


running and the windows closed for the air 
conditioner, but the sound from the house was 
audible to them as Gambol broke a pane of leaded 
glass with the butt of his revolver. They watched his 
shoulders rock slightly as he scoured the jagged edges 
of the pane with the gun's barrel, and then he turned 
sideways and slipped his arm up to its elbow into the 
interior. 

Anita said, "What?" 

"I said—are you worried about Luntz?" 

"Yes." 

"And you're sure this man has a computer on the 
premises?" 

"What? Yes. I mean, I think so." 

"Luntz is dead by now." 

"Oh." 

He breathed the syllable in. He tasted heartbreak. 
"His last moments were impressive. Do you think he 
kept his balls?" 

"Oh.... His balls?" 

He inhaled deeply. The cell phone hummed twice in 
his hand. He checked the ID. "That's Gambol." He shut 
off the car's engine. He replaced his hat and pulled the 
brim down as far as visibility permitted and headed for 
the house without looking to see if she followed. 

Inside, he left the front door open behind him 
and waited for her. By the front door, a hat tree. On 
the hat tree a dark suit coat on a hanger. He ran a 
finger down its empty sleeve. Italian silk. Gambol 
stood in the kitchen, mistreating the jacket's owner. 
Above them and around them, tinted skylights and 
green potted plants gave the kitchen and dining 
areas a cool, pleasant feeling. 

Even in his wheelchair the man gave an impression 
of height, some of it established by his coiffure- 
brilliant, silver-white, layered like a toupee, which 
plainly it wasn't, as Gambol had his fingers tangled in 
it, pulling the man's head backward in his wheelchair 
to prevent him fixing the buttons of his shirt. When 
the man let his hands down, Gambol let go of his hair. 

"I found him in the bathroom." 

Except for the omission of his suit coat, the 
man had dressed for business, his slacks perfectly 
creased, shoes a brilliant black on the wheelchair's 
metal footpads, but beneath the knot of his crimson 
tie his shirt was unbuttoned and its tails untucked, 
and a colostomy bag jutted from under his left 
armpit. 

The door slammed behind the Tall Man, and Anita 
strode past him toward the kitchen. In her lumberjack 
costume, in her bare feet, still this female knew how to 
walk—head up, shoulders back—away from a flaming 
wreck. She bore down on the man, saying, "I'm guilty, 
Judge." 

The judge possessed a histrionic flair. At the sight 
of Anita his chin went up and his eyes grew shiny. 

"I killed Hank." Now Anita stood before the 
wheelchair. With both her hands she grasped the bag 
under his armpit and jerked it free and struck him 
across the face with it, putting half a pirouette behind 
the blow, and Gambol leapt aside as feces erupted 
down the man's neck and chest and behind his back, 
so that he was wearing it and sitting in it. 

The judge raised his hand to wipe at his face 
but seemed to think better of it. He tilted his head, 
probably to direct the flow, and breathed through his 
open mouth. 

Gambol said something too softly to be heard, and 
the Tall Man said, "Shut up. We're out of our depth." 

• 

Juarez drove right-handed, the heel of his left hand 
stanching the flow of blood from his forehead. "I love 
getting pistol-whipped. It means I'm dealing with a 
puto. He can't pull the trigger." 

"Get to the highway." Luntz switched the gun from 
his right hand to his left, keeping the weapon pressed 
against Juarez's kidney, and sat back in a posture he 
believed more natural-looking for a passenger and 
added, "Shut up." 

"I wasn't talking." 


"You were before." 

"Where to?" 

"Shut up." 

"Where are we going, Luntz?" 

"Turn left up here. Left. What do you smoke?" As 
they accelerated onto the highway, he reached into 
Juarez's shirt pocket. "Lites. Crap." 

"No, they're good. Really." 

"Low tar. Silk shirt. Hey. Got any money?" 

"Money?" Juarez lowered his window and the 
hot breeze thudded around their heads. 

"Give it here." 

Leaning forward and squirming in his seat, Juarez 
got his money clip from the pocket of his slacks and 
threw it out the window. 

"You fucking fuck." Luntz put the muzzle under 
Juarez's jaw and pressed until Juarez craned his neck 
and grimaced. At the sight of oncoming cars, Luntz 
lowered it to the area of Juarez's ribs. 

Juarez wiped the blood out of his eye and then onto 
the seat, between his legs. "What's your next move? 
Go to this judge's house and waste everybody? Run off 
with the girl over your shoulder?" 

Luntz ignored him and made use of the Jag's 
cigarette lighter. 

"What a hero. You never even thought about Anita. 
You don't deserve her." 

"What's the address?" 

"I don't know, Luntz. Don't you know?" A sports 
convertible pulled around on their left. Juarez said, 
"Look—those girls are laughing at your chest." 

"Let them pass. Asshole." 

Juarez accelerated gently, keeping abreast of it. 
"You're an embarrassment. If Anita's your woman, 
then save her." 

"She's not my woman," Luntz said. "And nobody can 
save her." 

Juarez clenched the wheel, working his thumbs. 
"You're an embarrassment from the beginning." He 
turned to face Luntz. He was red-eyed, almost tearful. 
"When you pull a gun, you know what's the next thing 
to do? Shoot the gun. Shoot somebody." The Jaguar 
lurched into passing gear. 

"Slow down, Juarez." 

"Let's put on a show." 

"Slow down." 

Juarez stomped and released the accelerator 
rhythmically and rocked the engine in and out of 
passing gear. "See up there, the overpass?" 

"I'm serious, Juarez." 

"What I'm going to do, I'm going to drive into the 
abutment." 

Luntz stuck the gun barrel in Juarez's ear and was 
pressed back in his seat. The engine's noise rose 
steadily. 

"Fuck you, Luntz. Put the gun down, or I swear to 
fuck." Juarez levitated in his seat as he locked his leg, 
holding the pedal to the floor. "We're gonna break one 
twenty." He was shouting above the engine's noise. "I 
die, you die. Come on, I been waiting for a reason to 
crash this piece-of-shit Jag. I'm gonna get a Lexus." 

Thinking, What a good line, how cool is this guy 
Juarez, Luntz blew his head off. Juarez's window 
collapsed into rice grains while a two-inch-wide fissure 
opened above his ear. Luntz clutched the wheel with 
one hand and then with both hands, and the gun 
fell into Juarez's lap while Luntz nearly followed it, 
working his left leg over the console and kicking at 
Juarez's pointed boot on the accelerator. He found 
the brake with his foot and pulled the wheel to the 
right, and now they traveled backward and the view 
smeared itself across the windshield, and now they'd 
swapped ends again and were stopped diagonally on 
the gravel shoulder. The engine had quit. In the silence 
it ticked, and Luntz heard himself breathing hard and 
saying, "Juarez—I think I just shot you." 

• 

"We wrap a towel around here, just below the knee," 
Gambol explained to the judge, "and we go berserk 
with a tire iron. What the fuck is this?" 
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"My catheter bag." 

"Jesus," Gambol said. 

"Make him beg," Anita said. 

"I'm seventy-six years of age. Do you understand? 
My bones won't heal." 

The Tall Man suspected the judge's resistance had 
more to do with his shock at bad manners than with 
any worldly desire to keep his money. The man was 
very ill, with a jaundiced tint to his faded suntan and a 
papery, tentative quality to his flesh, to say nothing of 
his colostomy bag—and the catheter bag, too, peeking 
from the cuff of his slacks. 

"Don't worry," Gambol told the judge, "you'll 
probably talk before the bone splits." 

"I'll talk now," the judge said. "It won't help you, 
but I'm at your mercy." 

"That's how it works," Gambol said. 

"No. No," Anita said. "He's the father of lies." 

"What the fuck," Gambol asked her, "is your 
name?" 

"Anita." 

"Shut up, Anita." With the corner of a dish towel, 
Gambol wiped shit from the judge's cheek. "The Tall 
Man's got some questions." 

The judge took the dish towel in his fingers and 
rubbed his neck with it. "I'm sure I know what you 
want." He folded the cloth around the soiled portion 
and rubbed at his chin. 

"You've hidden some funds," the Tall Man said. "We 
want account numbers, passwords, all of that." 

"Look under the kitchen trash." 

Gambol hauled a white plastic bucket from under 
the sink and set it by the wheelchair. "Go through your 
own trash." 

"Under the bag. The steps are listed in order." 

Gambol hoisted the trash bag and felt around 
beneath it and threw a notebook on the counter, 
beside the Tall Man's elbow. 

"Something important now." The judge took a long 
breath. "I've given you what I can, but it's only half of what 
you want. There's an eight-digit password. When we chose 
it, I typed in four digits, and my partner typed in four. You 
understand? You've got half the password. My partner had 
the other half." 

"Get him here." 

"There I can't oblige you, either." The judge turned 
his eyes on Anita. "My partner's been killed." 

Anita stood straight and silent. Gambol said, "Get 
her purse." 

"There's nothing in my purse." As if probing for the 
limit of her physical freedom, Anita moved aside the 
trash bag and went to the kitchen sink and started the 
water and splashed her hands and face. The Tall Man 
watched for some explosive move. He believed in her. 

She raised her flannel shirttails and wiped her 
face and said, "There's nothing written down. But 
as long as I get my half, we're fine." 

"That," Gambol said, "is not how it works." 

She stepped quickly toward the end of the kitchen 
and the door to the yard. Gambol came after just as 
quickly but stumbled on the trash bag and slipped 
on wet floor tiles and went down on one knee, and 
the Tall Man felt something flare in his own chest and 
might even, he believed, have said, "Go!" At the door 
she clutched the knob and worked at the chain lock. 
Gambol caught the waist of her pants and pulled her 
backward as he stood up. He grasped her left wrist 
and dragged her through the kitchen toward the 
hallway, twisting her arm behind her and shoving 
his fist in her mouth so one could hardly hear the 
noise she made when her shoulder dislocated. 
Convulsively she puked on his hand, and he took it 
away and flung the liquid at the floor, saying, "That's 
it—no mercy," and she said, "Good." 

• 

The judge's study was dark. As the Tall Man pressed 
the keys and woke the computer, the screen lit the 
backs of his hands at the keyboard. 

He paused to button his suit jacket and place his 
hands over his lap and listen to the sounds from the 


neighboring room. 

When the sounds had stopped, the Tall Man moved 
his fingers over the keys and opened communications 
with the bank. 

The judge said, "Excuse me. I don't like to disturb 
you. But I have a question." 

"Yes?" 

"This situation. Is it going to be terminal? In your 
opinion." 

"For Anita?" 

"For anyone. For me." 

There came a thump, just one. The Tall Man raised 
a finger for silence. No more sounds came. His fingers 
returned to the keyboard. 

When he heard the door to the other room open 
and close, he raised his face to the wall before him. 

"In here." 

Gambol entered the study and shut the door, 
holding in his hand a small piece of paper. "Try this." A 
yellow Post-it note. 

"The other hand." 

Gambol transferred it to his bloody hand, and the 
Tall Man accepted it and fixed the paper next to the 
notebook open at his elbow. 

"I don't push buttons on machines," Gambol told 
the judge, "just people. So I hope you know what 
happens if this password's bullshit." 

"Quiet." The Tall Man pushed his chair back and 
stood up. 

He went down the short hallway and stood for a 
moment outside the door. He put his hand on the 
doorknob and let it stay there. She was still making 
small sounds. 

When Gambol coughed in the next room and the Tall 
Man felt he might be about to call out, he let go of the 
doorknob and let go of it all and returned to the judge's 
study. 

He sat before the keyboard and entered the 
password and waited. 

"How long does this shit take?" Gambol said, 
making it a question for their host rather than the Tall 
Man. 

The judge gave no indication of having heard him. 

"This one's working." The Tall Man rested his chin 
in his hand and awaited further prompts from the 
machine. 

"Then I guess you transfer it to the Caymans. I 
wonder if that's the same bank as mine," Gambol said 
to no one. 

The Tall Man tapped the keys and waited. 

"How do you get the money out?" Gambol asked 
the judge. 

The Tall Man said, "I log into the bank's site and 
then follow the prompts." 

"How do you log into the bank?" 

"First," the Tall Man said, "you learn about 
computers." 

"You got a pen?" Gambol asked the judge. 

The Tall Man said, "Yes, I do." Simultaneously he felt 
a gun nuzzling his collar. 

In the many years of their association, Gambol had 
addressed the Tall Man perhaps half a dozen times 
directly. He did so now. "Write it all down." 

• 

At the intersection with the highway, Gambol stopped 
the Caddy. He reached crosswise with his left hand and 
levered the gearshift into park. The Tall Man faced straight 
ahead. 

Gambol patted the pockets of the Tall Man's jacket 
and took away his cell phone and his notebook and 
laid them on the console and nudged the Tall Man's 
ribs with the gun. 

The Tall Man opened his door and got out. Gambol shut 
it for him by accelerating away. 

A quarter mile along the highway, Gambol took 
his foot off the accelerator and laid his wrists on the 
wheel and worked his shoulders. The traffic was bad. 
The problem was on the other side, in a northbound 
lane, but vehicles here in the southbound lane had 
slowed to a walking pace. At this speed, the Tall Man 


V COMPACTADS 



Nfr CM) c0ftL7) SG5-3WS 

UNIT % ErCrHTJ aDR HI HI TjTNr'i kANTOI .Ah' ftM. 
jiAN JUAM c:l i Y, 


f WE DO nCE-UPASD DELIVER. 

J WE ACCEPT ELOME SERVICE 

■ LKX: nyUMTWJ «,ILlu:iLt+: V fKNlBJvlAilUfl) 

* SHORTER 

*-VrE BFJJ-W.THE3 QCCASXfKALX 

■ FREE HW-F1 


PLAYBOY 2013 / MARCH 09 






























\l COMPACTADS 


ADVERTISE 
lobie Reprado 

+63-917-PLAYR0Y+63-02-631-1274 

jobie@pbphil.com 


SNAPsQ 


SNAPSHOT CAFE STUDIO 

2nd Floor Westlife Place Build¬ 
ing, cor. West Avenue and 
Bulacan St., Quezon City. 


FACES <S?CURVES 


722.8405 

ANNAPOLIS . GREEN HILLS . SAN JUAN 

f o c e&o rtd c urves ,co m 


D&ntal First 

i r j * hI-u-u-.- i- 


Q> 46S-697S 


l.n JJJ Ihr-:kv Ibu 

*5 

Irl IY.I MJHil b’l.'l 



MINI GLOBAL CITY 

5™ AVENUE CORNER 26™ ST. BONIFACIO 
GLOBAL CITY, TAGUIG CITY 

telefax: +6302-865-7555 

WWW.MINI.COM.PH 


might beat him to Madrona. 

He checked his mirror and saw the Tall Man ambling 
behind him toward town in the cool of the evening, 
his silhouette raised up and set aside by passing 
headlights. 

The Tall Man handled numbers, taxes, accounts. 

He'd set up Gambol's own offshore tax dodge. Gambol 
liked him. 

He dropped his hand and found the button and 
backed his seat out to the fullest extent and eased the 
angle of his right leg. He got Mary on the phone and 
said, "What do you know about computers?" 

"I know they make me sick. The last few years in the 
service, I had to be online every day." 

"I need you to jump on a computer for me." 

"Whose phone are you using? I almost didn't 
answer." 

"Compliments of a friend." 

The vehicles around him flickered in a blue-and- 
white light. As he idled the Caddy past the scene of 
the trouble, he nearly stopped. Accidents were none 
of his business, gawking just another symptom of the 
human disease. But he thought he recognized the car. 

• 

She woke in a red darkness. The sound of the river 
lifted her to her feet and carried her down a tunnel 
that branched toward light and the noise of water. 

In the brilliant chamber the judge sat stripped 
naked, leaning sideways in his wheelchair, wetting a 
white flag under a faucet. The judge pronounced her 
sentence: "You're alive." 

Give me your car keys, she said, but it didn't sound 
like that because her jaw must be broken. 

"I called to you many times. I thought they'd killed 
you." He made no attempt to cover himself. 

Keys. 

"Did you say keys?" 

Car. 

"Go lie down." 

She ordered her hands to his throat. Only the right 
one obeyed. 

"It's a 1951 Coupe deVille. I bought it secondhand 
the day I passed the bar. I won't let you wreck it." 

She put the crook of her thumb and forefinger 
against his Adam's apple and felt for the arteries 
below either jaw. 

He took her wrist in both his hands, and his eyes 
turned cold. "In the kitchen. On the bulletin board." 

Her tendons burned where his fingernails gouged 
against the back of her hand. His face paled, and a 
faint blue light dawned beneath the skin. He lost 
consciousness within seconds, but still he breathed. 
She shifted her stance and tightened her grip on his 
larynx, and a wheezing began. She closed her eyes 
and directed all awareness into the effort of her 
right hand. No sight or sound reached her senses. 
She couldn't have said which one of them was dying. 
• 

With the washer's noise out in the utility room, Mary 
wasn't certain she'd heard a car. She hit the mute on 
the television and stood up as Gambol came through 
the front door. 

He raised the end of his cane and pointed it at her 
and said, "Man, you look good today." 

"I clean up pretty nice, huh?" 

"Hey," he said, "let's take a ride." 

She kicked at her pumps and slipped her feet 
into them and stooped to put out her cigarette. 
"I've got laundry in. Can I turn it off?" 

"Leave it." 

She looked toward the utility room where the 
machine chugged and gurgled. She reached for the 
remote and dropped it and knelt on the carpet, feeling 
for it under the coffee table. 

"Leave it." 

She stood up. "Ernest. I never saw you smile 
before." 

"Is there fishing in Montana?" 

"Every square inch." She drew her head back. 


"You've got nice teeth." 

He dropped his cane and took her in his arms. "The 
Muslims lost one today." 

"Yeah, baby," she said. "Nuke Mecca." 

• 

The right-hand tires bumped over onto the 
shoulder, she yanked the wheel straight, they very 
soon bumped over again. Did she need gas? That 
thought came in and went away. Was it really 
raining?—when the stars were shining? She found 
the button and lowered the window and stuck her 
head out for great breaths of chilly air, driving one- 
handed, covering her shattered eye socket with the 
other hand to eliminate the duplicates in her field 
of vision. 

The big black Cadillac divided the rain. She killed 
the headlamps. The downpour glittered in the 
starshine, in the moonglow, in the lightning. Sure was 
raining hard. Sure was looking bad. At this rate, she'd 
never make it to the river. 

• 

Jimmy Luntz walked the road, watching his feet by 
starlight. Along the pavement's edge, tufts of grass 
sprouted from the asphalt. 

He came to a crossing—a gas station and 
convenience store—and went inside and said, "Nice 
night." 

The gal behind the counter said, "No shirt, no 
shoes, no service." 

"I have shoes on." 

She said, "Sorry," and seemed sincere. She looked 
young, and possibly pregnant, or ready for a diet. 

He checked his money clip. 

"Kenny's in the back," she said. 

"I wasn't looking for him." 

"I know. But just so you know." 

"Do I look like a robber?" 

"You look like something. Not a robber. Just along 
those lines." 

"How much are those T-shirts?" 

"Whatever it says." 

From the bin he picked one—light blue, size large, 
more beer—and pulled it over his head. 

"That one's funny," she said. 

He counted his change. He craved a smoke, and 
he had just enough money for a pack, but he bought 
a lotto ticket for a dollar, and then he was too short 
for cigarettes. Scratched a loser. He had enough for a 
burger but went into that sum for another dollar. 

As he touched the ticket, he could feel it in his 
fingers. He set his money clip on the counter and 
flattened it with the heel of his hand and slipped the 
ticket into it along with nothing but his driver's license. 

Two bucks in his grip. He bought two tix. Scratched 
a loser, and the second one hit for 10. "There we go. 
See that?" 

"You want it in tickets?" 

"Just a pack of Camel straights. No. You got Luckies? 
It's Luckies from now on. And those Twinkies. And I'll 
get a can of Sprite or something. You got matches?" 

"Now you're back to zero." 

He cracked the deck and lit up and raised a hand in 
farewell. 

"Are you walking?" 

Luntz said, "I guess I'll hitchhike." 

"You better clean up first." 

"Yeah? Where's the washroom?" 

She shook her head. "The whole back of your pants 
is like you been rolling in dirt. You better find some 
deep water." 

"Where's the river?" 

"Right over there a half a mile." 

"Is it cold?" 

"It's cold. But it won't kill you." 

O 
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GOLD RUSH 

Continued from page 47 

On the day of Draw Something's release, 
Porter was watching the number of downloads. 
The game was being sold for 99 cents. There was 
also a free version that included ads. OMGPOP 
did almost nothing in the way of marketing 
or advertising. If a game doesn't crack the 
iTunes chart of the top 25 apps, it's almost like 
being invisible. -Porter saw his game rising but 
not breaking the all-important barrier. "I kept 
thinking. Fuck, we're close!" Charles Forman, 
Porter's original partner, was watching too- 
considering the balance of his bank account since 
leaving the company had dropped to just $1,700. 

Porter had a colleague create a little matrix 
window on his computer monitor that tracked 
the game's downloads and the number of 
illustrations being created by players in real 
time, almost like a stock ticker. The first time he 
checked it the ticker said there had been 1,000 
downloads and 8,000 drawings created. Porter 
and his team tweaked the game to improve its 
performance speed. By the end of the first day, 
they had 30,000 downloads. Each morning when 
Porter woke up in his Park Slope apartment to 
check the ticker, the numbers increased: 60,000; 
90,000; 120,000 downloads. Ten days later, they 
passed 1 million. "It was weird as shit," Porter 
recalls. "I was like, Who are these people?" The 
game was soon earning hundreds of thousands of 
dollars each day. 

Zynga was asking the same question. Porter 
had fortuitous timing. The Game Developers 
Conference, the annual gathering of all the major 
and independent game makers, was scheduled 
for March in San Francisco. Porter already had 
plans to go. Now he was rolling in as the big 
man, the whiz kid who was living the ultimate 
2012 dream: developing a golden app. Draw 
Something ranked number one on both the free 
and the paid iTunes charts. As Porter walked 
the halls, other mobile-game developers began 
showing sour grapes. 

"Oh yeah, that's not even a game!" 

"I had a drawing game, but I just hadn't made 
it yet!" 

"I was like, whatever, dude," Porter says. "You 
didn't fucking make it, so who cares?" 

Porter went to the Zynga office to meet with 
the executives, including Mark Pincus. Porter was 
impressed by how much Pincus had clearly played 
the game and how he picked up on the important 
details. "I got the word Tumblr in the game," he 
told Porter. "I get it. It's relevant." 

But sometimes your mind does funny things 
when you're faced with living out the ultimate 
dream, and Porter, despite being wooed by so 
many suitors, wasn't sure he wanted to take 
the pot of gold after all. One night he went to 
Brooklyn's Crown Heights neighborhood for dinner 
and overheard a table of middle-aged women 
complaining about their jobs. Something inside 
him twisted. Why sell out if it meant leaving the 
job he loved? "I was like, Fuck, even when we're 
failing I have the best job," he says. "We're in SoFlo 
making games. Most people think their job sucks." 

But then Porter realized he could stay on 
as an executive and continue his work under a 
buyer, which is exactly what he and the investors 
decided to do. There was just one last thing to 
take care of—hiring back the people he had laid 
off. But Porter had to act fast and hire them back 
while their stock options were in place, though he 


couldn't tell them why. "Let's have coffee," Porter 
e-mailed the former employees. "I'm going to take 
you back," he told them at Le Pain Quotidien. "But 
you have to start this afternoon." 

On March 21, just six weeks after Draw 
Something was released, Zynga announced its 
purchase of OMGPOP. "The OMGPOP team 
has created a game that's fun, expressive and 
engenders real social interaction," Pincus said. 
"Draw Something has captured the imagination 
of millions of people around the world." The plan 
was to use Zynga's power and resources to scale 
the game even higher and take over the world by 
localizing it for different countries, changing the 
language and cultural references of the game's 
clues. 

In an even more perfect ending, Porter 
decided to share the wealth—spreading 
$30 million among his firm's 40-some employees, 
including those he had hired back. When asked 
why he did something so unusually generous, 
Porter shrugs. 

"I don't know," he says. "It was the right thing 
to do." 

• 

Before I leave Porter's office, I challenge him 
to a quick round of Draw Something. I look down 
at my screen and see a black line rising up, then 
over and down. Then another black line up and 
over and down. Buildings, I wonder? Then I see 
what appears to be a large pancake circle at the 
top of one building, then another pancake on the 
other. But wait—they're not pancakes. They're 
two feet, connecting to two legs that rise beyond 
the screen. Beneath the buildings, Porter has 
scrawled the word Tokyo. The answer, I realize, is 
Godzilla, and he's on top of the world. 

But as I leave his office, Porter walks me past 
the Omar and Prop Joe conference rooms, past 
the pile of Zynga pom-poms, and shows me a 
wide-screen monitor mounted across from an 
elevator. The monitor displays a feed of tweets 
about the company. "It gets you the pulse of 
things," he tells me. Just then, as though on 
cue, a tweet comes up: " Draw Something loses 
5 million users a month after Zynga purchase?" 
When I ask Porter about that, he shrugs it off, 
attributing it to misinformation. 

In the lightning-fast online world, the backlash 
comes even faster. In the wake of the Zynga 
purchase, game developers are crying hype and 
overvalue. As Cliff Bleszinski, designer of the 
blockbuster franchise Gears of War, says of the 
high purchase price of OMGPOP (and PopCap), 
"It's ironic that all those companies sound like a 
bubble bursting." 

Indeed, in the weeks after our interviews end, 
a complicated series of events began to threaten 
the video game industry's newest behemoth. 
Suddenly Zynga's earnings began to fall, as did its 
stock price—down 10 percent, then 40 percent 
and 70 percent. The Wall Street Journal called 
Zynga's situation an "earnings disaster." Then, 
in early August, the company's chief operating 
officer, John Schappert, resigned. Meanwhile, the 
popularity of Draw Something quickly began to 
fade. 

"People bring you up," Porter responds when 
asked about the decline. "And then they bring 
you down." 

All of which begs the question: Who will fill 
the void? Which tiny start-up will be the next 
OMGPOP, the next Zynga, the next billion-dollar 
juggernaut? Chances are you'll find out soon- 
while playing some new game on your cell phone. 
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The Sinulog Festival is 
the reason why the third 
Sunday of January is more 
fun in the Philippines. An 
annual event in Cebu, the 
festival is in honor of the 
Filipino people's acceptance 
of Roman Catholicism through 
the worship of Senyor Sonto 
Nino. And this 2013, the 
festival proved to be a big 
tourism hit with an estimated 
four million people attending 
the grand parade and the 
whole day festivity of street 
parades, drinking, and dancing 
in a forward and backward 
motion to the beat of drums, 
trumpets, gongs, and shouts of 
"Vivo Pit Senyor!" 

Of course, our Playmates 
of the Year didn't miss this 
memorable experience. 
Playmate of the Year Jobie 
Quinn, 2011 Playmate of the 
Year Sky Aisuru, and 2010 
Playmate of the Year Billy 
Abeleda were spotted early 
at the parade while enjoying 
the burst of beautiful colors 
during the dances. Attended 
by celebrities from the three 
of the biggest networks in the 
country, the Sinulog Festival 
this year is definitely the most 
spectacular to date. 

The long walks may have 
come earlier but the beach 
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certainly came after for these fun-seekers. Joined by Playmate 
Princess Jija and Playmate Kristiana Herrera, the day was later 
on filled with an afternoon delight of fruit shakes, cocktails, and 
bikinis as they visited and enjoyed Shangri-la Mactan's white 
sand and beach. 

"I can say that Cebu has become the Playmates' second 
home, next to the Playboy office in Manila where you can find 
the three of us everyday," says Playmate Jobie. After sharing 
the warmness of the Cebuanos and the fact that they have not 
missed a trip to Cebu every year since their Playboy spread, the 
PLAYBOY Playmates have fallen in love with the rich culture and 
the quick get-away they get every time they fly in. "It was my 
first time to be in the Sinulog. As a Filipina, it was so comforting 
to know that every year; people from different countries come 
together for the festival. It builds the country's tourism," says 
Playmate Sky. On a lighter note, Playmate Billy tells PLAYBOY 
how much the girls have bonded in Cebu, "Even though I have 
already known the two girls since 2010, our trip guided our 
relationship closer. It was our first time to travel on our own! 
The hotel party every night with my Playmates, that was the 
highlight of the trip for me," she tells PLAYBOY. 

So, another one down from the bucket list of these PMOYs 
as they took over Cebu's Sinulog. But they are bound to reach 
more places this year. So get ready or miss the party they'll 
bring in. 
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CARS OF THE YEAR 


GEORGINA KNIGHT 


MAE LORENZO 


SHAWN DILLON 


COMING SOON 
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Richard Branson 

We had a candid 
conversation with 
the world's happiest 
billionaire, Richard 
Branson, about surviving 
tough economic times, 
cheating death and 
becoming very rich in the 
process. 


Woody Harrelson 

In our March 2010 issue, 
we had the free-spirited 
actor Woody Harrelson 
in a candid conversation 
about the good life in 
Hawaii, fighting sexual 
temptations and why he's 
not the poster boy for pot 
as he smokes a joint. 


Michael Cera 

The kid who channels 
the inner dork in all of 
us, Michael Cera, on our 
20 Questions in March 
of 2011 pulls our leg 
about his social life, gets 
sarcastic about show 
business and reveals his 
all-time worst pick-up line 
(and it's pretty bad) 


SARA POLVERINI 



Raimundmarasigan 

From Eraserheads to 
Sandwich to pretty much 
every band in-between, 


Bobby Ortega 

Bobby Ortega's name is 
perhaps the most feared to 
the denizens of our criminal 


2009 March Cover 


Raimund Marasigan has 
grown to be so much more 


underworld. With a lifetime 
of law enforcement and 


Actress and model Sarah Polverini is classic example of 
what can come about when good things come together. 



than just a mainstay of the 
OPM scene. PLAYBOY learns 
what happened after the 


accomplishments under 
his belt being depicted 
everywhere from headlines 


The daughter of an Italian father and Filipina mother, we 
had to ask which side she feels more in tune with. Sarah 



aborted first attempt at a 
reunion with Eraserheads 
and what he would do 


to films on his life, Bobby 
Ortega's place in our 
popular consciousness is 


says, "I feel Filipino because I've spent most of my years 
living here. I consider Manila my first home." 



if UP were to bring back 
skateboarding on campus. 


secure. We sat down with 
"Bungo" himself as he tells 
how it's done. 
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